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X H £ different fpccics of Poetry may be reduced 
under two compreheivdyc cl^es.* TUScfiKft irt:ludes 
all in which the chafixft'of vcr^c.are made ufe of, 
to illuftrate fubjcfts which in* thdir omi fiature are 
affe£ling or intercfting. Sfichf ire ^Bidatlic 3i^d Dra- 
matic compofitions. Such is the Epic, where a (lory, 
a (cries of adventures, carries the reader on through the 
impulie of curiofity, and lofes not its intereft intirely 
"jCvcn if tranflated into Profe. Such are defcrrpt ions of 
natural objcfts, where the mind recognizes with pica- 
fare the forms and colouring it admires in the various 
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fcenes and produftions of the vifiblc world. Such i^ 
alfo, that moral painting of men and manners, thaC 
fpontaneoufly approves itfclf to the fpirit of obfcrvation, 
and the moral fcnfe, that more or Icfs are implanted in 
the brcafl; of every' man. Hence the Eflays and Epif- 
tlcs of Pops have been popular among all that read. 
A lively reprefentation of the paffions^ particularly 
thofe of love, terror, and pity, commands the atten- 
tion even of thofe who are but indifferent judges of 
the vehicle in which it may be convcved. The other 
clafs.tppTWp bf •what/.njay'ba called piire Poetry, or 

** • '•* ••• ..'if.** 

Poetry in tl^rabfta^t . If js'cdnverfant with an ima- 

t * I • *••• * • J • 
ginary worl9/ J>^pleA «Vitfi beings of its own creation. 

.,* i • ^ • •'.^••« • • 
It deals .WTpJondU; fifty jcry, bold fiftion, and allcgo- 
• •• • • ., 

rical pcrfohages. It is neceflarily obfcure to a certain 
degree; becaufe, having to do chiefly with ideas gene- 
rated within the mind, it cannot be at all comprehend- 
ed by any whofc intclleft has not been exercifed in 
(imilar contemplations; while the conceptions of the 
Poet (often highly roctaphyfical) arc rendered flill 
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more remote from commo]> apprehepdon by the 
ftgurative phrafc in which they arc clothed. All 
that is properly Lyric Poetry is of this kind. It de- 
pends for effed on the harmony of the verfe, which 
mufl be modulated with the niced care ; and on a fe- 
licity of exprcfTiony rather than a fullnefs of thought. 
An Epic Poem may be compared to a piece of maffy 
plate finely wrought ; it is intrinfically valuable, though 
its value is much increafed by the woik bedowed up- 
on it. An Ode, like a delicate piece of filver filligree, 
receives in a manner all its value from the art and curi- 
ofity of the workmanfhip. Hence Lyric Poetry will 
very feldom bear tranflat ion, which is a kind of melt- 
ing down of a Poem, and reducing it to the flerling 
value of the matter contained in it. Who can read 
the greateft part of the Odes of Horace in any tranf- 
lation that has yet appeared ? and who, but a native 
of Fnuic«^ reads, what a native of France reads with 
rapture, the Odes of Jean Baptiste Rousseau ?— 
Nor can this Ipecies of Poetry, though moft anfwcring 
a 2 



Poem of this kind, To cxtremcl 
quires not only art, but a certain 
tion, to work it up into a beautifu 
of or relifli fuch a compofition rci 
and a tadc formed by elegant rcac 
is (aid, ufed to fubmit his Comcdic 
aln old Voman ; but the mofl be 
pleafe thofe who by being long 
bcft models of Poetry in a polifliec 
a fcicntific and perhaps, in fome 
Ufte. 

Collins, amongd our Englifi 
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ged with mdancboly, beautiful imagery, a fondnefi 
for allegory and abllra6l ideas, purity and chaflenefs 
of fentiment, and an cxquifite ear for harmony. In 
his endeavours to embody the fleeting forms of mind, 
and clothe them with correfpondent imagery, he is not 
unfrcqucntly obfcure; but even when obfcure, the 
reader who pofledes congenial feelings is not ill pleafed 
to find his faculties put upon the (Iretch in the fearch 
of thofe fublime ideas which are apt, from their 
ihadowy nature, to dude the grafp of the mind. 

Collins has written but little, and is faid, pro- 
bably with truth, to have been inclined to indolence; 
but it is likewiie true that the man of fine imaginatir 
on who draws his produftions from the ftores of his 
own mind, ought to have large allowance made before 
this accuiation is fixed upon him. A real Poet muft 
always appear indolent to the man of the world. The 
alacrit)' and method of bufinefs is not to be expelled in 
his occupation. His mind works in filcnce, and ex- 
baufls itfelf with the various emotions which it che- 



/ r 
the fortune of Collins to it 

which his procluaions have fine 

he had publinied his beautiful 

difappointcd at the flownefs of 

have burnt the remaining copies 

His end was unhappy ; his min 

aftion, preyed upon itfelf, and h 

dy moft humiliating to a being 

powers. 

The Epiflle to Sir Thomas H^ 
been the firft of our author's p 
fubjca is hiftorical, rather th.n f. 
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otlKT nations of Europe feem almoflto acquicTce, gives 
the palm to the Englifhman's idol, Shake spear, af- 
ter whom, 

*< No fecond growth the weflern ifle could bear, 
** At once exhaufled with too rich a year." 
It b probable that our Poet, who was then a fludent 
«t the univerfity, knew nothing at that time of Mas- 
tiNGER; otherwife, when he didinguifhes Shake- 
ip£AR from Fletcher, by the flrength and mafcu* 
line turn of his Drama, he could not have omitted one 
who came fo near him in thofe charadleridic qualities. 
It is remarkable, that in this piece, the plan which 
has (Ince been carried into execution through the fpi« 
rit and liberality of Mr. Boy del, that of a gallery of 
paintings to illuftrate the pieces of our great Dramatifl:, 
is here EHl propofed to the public. The fubjefls are 
particularly pointed out, Coriolanus rclu6bntly yield- 
ing to the intreaties of his wife and mother, 
. " JRjgc grafps the fword, while pity melts the eyes*' 
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And, Antony, pronouncing the funeral oration 
over the dead body of Julius Cxfar ; 

" Still as they prcfs he calls on all around ; 

" Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding 
" wound." 

It were to be wifhcd that all the fcenes which have 
been transferred to the canvals, had been fcle6led with 
as much judgment. It is not every fcene that may be 
found in Shakespear, which illuflrates Shakes- 
pear. 

In 1742, while Collins was ilill a fludent at 
Magdalen College, he publifhed his Oriental, or, 
as they were firft entitled, Persian Eclogues. 
Senfible of the tritencfs of common Pa floral, which 
had become almofl proverbial, the author has endea- 
voured to throw intereft and variety into this elegant 
^ecies of compofition, by introducing the manners, and 
efpecially the appropriate fcenery of other countries* 
The attempt was laudable, and the d&St happy. 
The Oriental Eclogues have not indeed attained equal 
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|iojmlarity with the Delias and Strephons of the Ar* 
cadian fchool, but they have always ftood high in 
the opinion of real judges, and have opened fources 
of new and flriking imagery which fucceeding Poets 
have often availed themielves of. The paiTions of men 
are uniform ; but, modified by the influence of dir 
mate, government, manners, and local circumftance, 
and accompanied with the various tints which employ 
the pencil of a landfcape painter, they preient an in* 
cxhauftible variety, from the fong of Solomon 
breathing of caflia, myrrh, and cinnamon, to tho 
Gentle Shepherd of Ramsay, whoie damiels carry their 
milking pails through the fro/l and fnows of their lels 
genial, but not lels paftoral country. The province 
of Paftoral may in this way be enlarged to take in all 
the beautiful and all the grand appearances of nature, 
which obfervation or reading may have brought the 
Pool acquainted with ; he may fport in the vafl favan- 
nahs of America; he may regale his fhcpherds with the 
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bread-firuit of Otaheite, or ladden them with the proi- 
peft of an impending eruption of Mount Vefuvius. 

The Eclogues are four in number, correfponding to 
the four periods of morning, noon, evening, and mid- 
Bight. Selim, ortheSnEPHERD'sMoRAL, is the leaf): 
intersfling of the number. It has nothing dramatic in 
its (Irufiure, and the two fimiles with which it is 
adorned are more quaint than beautiful. It is, how- 
ever, calculated to pleafe by the purity and fweetnefs 
of its moral ideas, and ferves, as it were, to prepare 
ind put the mind in tune for virtuous fympathy with 
the feelings of ihepherds. The perfoniHcation of Cha- 
ftity 

« . of all afraid, 

*^ Diihxifting all, a wife fufpicious maid ; 

« But man the mod ■ " 

b remarkably happy. 

Hassan^ or the Camel- driver^ (lands upon a 
ground of fuperior merit. There is a peculiar ilrength of 
painting in the opening of the Poem. The horror of a 



\ 
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boundlefs defart, arid and fuhiy, the intenfe beams of 
noon, the abfence of all veAige of vegetation, the un- 
dulating ocean of fand fwept by the rifing whirlwind^ 
pieient a fccnery of gloomy grandeur ftriftly appro- 
priate to the country. A fingle group appears upon 
the canvafs, compofed of laden canals, fo emphatically 
called in the Eaft the (hips of the defart, purfuing their 
painful march through a cloud of dud, and the driver 
Haflan, with his fingle cruife of water, and fan made 
of feathers, who is reprelented (briking his breafl with 
his hand, according to the eaflem expreflion of ftrong 
emotion, before he begins his complaint. The fcene 
is highly finifhed, and {hews what advantage might be 
gained to this kind of Poetry, by (ludying the more 
pi£burerque features of nature. This piece is a mono- 
drame, but the apoftrophe to the camels^ and the in- 
trodu£^ion of the fpccch of Haffan's miflrefs, give it 
fufEcient dramatic effe^l. The danger incurred in thefe 
deiarts from poifonous reptiles and wild beafts is flri- 
iLingly imprefTed : 



XIV ON THE POETICAL WORKS 

** What if the lion in his rage I meet ! 

** Oft in the duft I view his printed feet." 
The images in the two following lines fccm to be 
borrowed from the 5th chapter of Matthew, 

•* The lily, Peace, outfliines the filvcr ftore, 

•* And life is dearer than the golden ore." 
There is a prettinefs in the prayer of Zara, that the 
blafts of the deiart might be weak as her rejected fighs, 
which is unworthy of the reft. Collins had a fine 
imagination, but he did not poflefs the language of 
paflion. There feems alfo a fmall impropriety in Haf- 
fiin's bearing himfelf the cruife of water, when he was 
mafter of laden camels. 

The fubjcft of the next Eclogue is truly paftoraL 
A young (hepherdefs making garlands of fuch flowen 
as, though they arc the produft of our gardens only, 
are known to grow wild in many parts of Pcrfia, is dif- 
covered by Abbas the Great, fultan of that country, 
who fells in love with her, and leads her to his palace. 
Filled with awe, no lefs than pleafure, fhe complies 
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with the wi(hes of the monarch ; hut, like Proferpinc 
in the valley of £nna, looks back with fond regret on 
the peaceful fcenes of her happy life ; 

*^ Oft as fhe went, fhe tum'd her backward view^ 
*' And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu." 

A pretty incident is added, that (he makes an annual 
viflt to the place of her former habitation, and per- 
fuades her royal lover to accompany her in a rural §c£- 
tival, in which they lay adde the pomp of the court 
£Dr the garb and fimple fare of the furrounding fhep- 
herds. As the narrative is put into the mouth of ano- 
ther Georgian maiden, who relates it among her com- 
panions, there (hould have been fome return to her at 
the clofe of the piece, without which wc are apt to 
forget that Emyra and not the Poet is the narrator. 

AciB AND Se GANDER is in cvcry refpeft the mod 
finifhed of thefe Padorals. It is the only one which 
is in dialogue. It is full of lively defcription, and 
mixes the fweetnefs of the Paftoral with the keener fen- 
(ations of the Drama or the Epic* The opening is na- 
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tural, and immediately intercfls us in the fate of the 
fpeakers. The fubjcfb is new, intereding, and flrt^^ly 
belonging to the life of fhepherds in thofe countries, 
which are unhappily expoied to the incurfions of bor- 
dering tribes of frcc-booters. Two Circaflian (hep- 
herds flying from the fudden attack of a horde of Tar- 
tars, purfue their journey by midnight fur fome time^ 
** Where wildcring fear and dcfperate forrow led ;" 
after a while, one of them, exhauftcd by the length 
of the way, intreats the other to flop, on which a dia- 
logue enfucs, dcfcriptivc of the miferies of the inhabi- 
tants. At length they dcfcry the approach of the 
enemy. 

" loud along the vale was heard 

" A fhrillcr fhriek, and nearer fires appeared." 
Tliis naturally puts an end to the dialogue ; they rife 
and continue their flight. CircafTia has the reputation 
of producing the mod beautiful women of the eafl. 
This gives the Poet a favorable opportunity of con- 
trafling the ibft fcenesof innocence, love and pleafure^ 
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with the tfifefting ones of wafted harvelh, citron groves 
deftroyed, villages in flaines, and all the de(lru6Uve n* 
vages of predatory war. The two following lines are 
uncommonly nnifical, and have an indefcribable charm 
in their verification, 

" In vain (he boafts her faired of the fair, 
** Their eyes' blue languifh and their golden hair.'* 
He adds 

♦* Thofc hairs the Tartar's cruel hand fhall rend.'* 
With equal truth of penciling does he mark <* the vil- 
lain Arab prowling for his prey." 

Some feeble or unmeaning epithets might be pointed 
out in this and in the other Eclogues ; and other marks 
may be perceived of a juvenile poet", but on the whole, 
they may be confidered as fpirited fketches of a new 
kind of Paftoral, which is fufceptible of unlimited 
variety and improvement. 

The reputation of Collins is chiefly built upon 
his Odes. Thefc were publilhcd iri the year 1746. 
They are entitled Odes descriptive and alleco- 



XVlll ON THE POETICAL WORKS 

KiCAL* Allegorical 'they certainly are, (b lar as tte 
term nay be applied to the peribnification of abftnft 
ideas, though Jigurative would perhaps have been a 
more proper term : but they do not feem to have an 
equal claim to the epithet dtfcriptivt ; Ky which wc 
generally underdand a delineation of fome portion of 
real nature. Few of the Odes of Co l li ns are of this 
caft, which indeed does not belong fo properly to the 
nature of the Ode ; but they are in the high fpirit of 
pure Poetry. Their beginning is commonly abrupt 
and bold ; often a fpirited apoftrophe : 

" Thou to whom the world unknown 
*' With all its fhadowy fhapes is fhewn I" 
Sometimes it is in the interrogative, 

« Whojhall awah the Spartan Jijt ?'' 
The language is highly figurative, fometimes ob- 
fcure ; the meafure is various ; the verfification in ge- 
neral eafy and flowing, and in many paflages wrought 
up to all the harmony the Engliih language is capable 
of exhibiting. 
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The firft of thcfc compofitlons, To Pity, is chiefly 
remarkable for a fwectnefs and tcnderneis congenial to 
the fubjefl. Pity is rcprcllbntcd as being fent into the 
worid to bind the wounds and footh the forrows of 
mani 

" When firft Diftre(s with dagger keen 
" Broke forth to wafte his deftin'd fcene." 
The eyts of dtwy light is an expreffion peculiarly 
happy ; but the perfoni Beat ion of Diflrefs does not 
fecin equally accurate, fince Diftrefs is commonly ufed 
for the feniation felt by the perfon af!li£led, not for 
misfortune itfelf. Th( mention of Ox way, bom as 
well as Collins near the Arun, probably fuggefted to 
his melancholy and indignant mind an analogy in their 
fetes, which he has forborne to cxprefs. They both 
of them were the obje£^s of pity, from that circum- 
ftance in which a liberal mind would leaft wiQi to be- 
come io^ pecuniar)' diftrcdcs. The idea of building a 
temple to Pity, on the walls of which fhould be paint* 
ed a variety of tragic fubjefts, might, if the Poet had 
b 
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pleafed, have enabled him to lengthen his ede^ by en- 
riching it with (ketches to any extent. 

The Ode to Fear is one of the fincft in the col- 
le£lion. Nothing can be more fpirited than the open- 
ing, which at once introduces the mind to all thofc 
undefined terrors which wait upon " the world un- 
known." The break in the fifth line, Ah Fear ! ah 
frantic Fear! I fce^ I fee thee near ! has the happieft 
cffcft on the ear and on the mind. The hurried ftcp, the 
haggard eye, the withering power of Fear, are all high- 
ly charafteriftic. Danger with gigantic limbs enjoying 
the midnight florm and fleeping on a loofe precipice * 
and the ravening brood of Fate who lap the blood offor^ 
row^ are finely imagined. It is difficult to keep in- 
lirely ieparate the a6live and palHve qualities of aUego- 
rical perfonagcs: difficult to fay whether fuch a botng 
as Fear fhould be the agent in infpiring, or the \'t£ilm 
agiuted by the paffion. In this Ode the latler idsa 
prevails, for Fear appears in the chara6ler of ft»nyaph 
purfucd, like Dry den's Honoria^ by. tho mvciung 
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brood- of Fate. She is dinxa6ied by the ghafUy train 
conjured up by Danger, and hunted through the 
world without being fullered to take repofe ; yet this 
idea is finnewhat departed from, when the Poet endea- 
vours to propitiate Fear by offering her as a fuitable 
abod^ Uu cell where Rape and Murder dwell; or a cave, 
whence fhe may hear the cries of drowningfeamen. She 
then becomes the po^yer who delights in infli£ling fear. 
But perhaps the reader is an enemy to his own gratiB- 
cation, who invefligates the attributes of thelc fhadowy 

r 

beings with too nice and curious an eye. In his re- 
fscence to the goblins of MidiUmmer eve, the Poet 
Ibews that dlfpoAtion to take advantage of the traditi- 
onary fuperditions of his country, which he after- 
wards indulged more fully in his Ode on the Highland 
Soperilition ; a piece he did not live to finifh. The 
divHion of this Ode into Epode and Antiflrophc is no 
advantage to it. The change of meafure is fo violent 
frofB the Lyric to the Elegiac, that in f;i6l they make 
two different Poems ; and the terms themfel vcs, not be- 
b 2 
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ing fupported as among the ancients, by any ac 
tion of mufical accompaniments, are in our P 
totally unmeaning. The complimentry valedifti 
often imitated from Milton, And I, Fear 
dwell with thee, is in this inflancc but a complir 
for however a man might be content to have hL 
tinged with the foft influence of a pcnfcrofo-n 
choly ; he could not, for any reward, wifli to fi 
himfelf habitually to the diflra^ling emotions of 
a pa (lion as Fear. 

The Ode to Simplicity is chiefly difl:ingi 
by a fraoothncfs and uniformity of melody, adap 
the (bber nature of the fubje6l. It chiefly infif 
the power of Simplicity in touching the heart, a 
ncccflTary conne£lion with Liberty : the latter, tl 
a fentiment we have early imbibed, is probably i 
nar)'. The Poet is obliged to include the Auj 
age of writers under the votaries of Simplicity 
how few were the Poets whom the Romans h 
boaft of before that period? Where Collins . 
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fullained by richnefi of Poetry, his fentiments will be 
found to be trite. 

On the Poetical Character, This is one of 
the moft difficult and perhaps lead fatisfaftory of the 
Odes. It begins with an ingenious comparifon drawn 
from Spenser. As the girdle of Florimel, though 
apparently within the reach of all, would not fit any 
but the virtuous fair deflined to wear it ; fo the girdle 
of Fancy, the magic ceftus of poetic powers, can only 
be worn by him whom Nature has caft in the mould 
of true genius. So hr is apt and intelligible ; but the 
Poet afterwards, a^luated as it fhould feem by a vague 
deiire of exalting his favorite occupation, rather than 
by any clear and difliofl ideas, goes on to fay how this 
ceftus was produced. His allegory here is neither lu- 
minous rior decent. The Supreme Being, he tells us, 
bdng in a diviner mood than ufual^ retired with Fancy, 
having long been woed by her, (from whom retired? 
for nothing was yet created,) and placed her on his 
throne, fitting with her there alone ; in the mean time 
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mufic was heard from behind the veil ; the fun, figni- 
ficd by the rick- haired youth of mom, and all the vilible 
creation," ftarted into being ; and as the work, of crea- 
tion went forward, this magic web, the ceftus, was 
woven : and who after this account, he adds, will now 
dare to aflert his claim to it ? 

It is diflicult to reduce to any thing like a meaning 
this flrangc and by no means reverential fiftion con- 
cerning the Divine Being, Probably the obfcurc idea 
that floated in the mind of the Author was this, that 
true Poetry being a reprefentation of Nature, muft 
have its archetype in thofe ideas of the fuprcme mmd, 
which oiiginally gave birth to Nature ; and therefore^ 
that no one fhould attempt it without being converfiint 
with the fair and beautiful, the true and pcrfcft, both 
in moral ideas, theJhaAowy tribes of mind, and th* pto- 
duftions of the material world. Some of the ieparate 
images are good, as, extatic wonder, HJleningthe deep ap- 
plauding thunder; and the defcription of the retidence 
of Milton approaches thcfublime; though the quaint 
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expreflion of hit coining ear is not to be commended*. 
The Author concludes with exprefling his defpair of 
fulfdling^ or feeing fulfilled by any future Poet, that 
high idea of the poetical character which he has boea 
im}u«(&ng on the mind. 

The Ode on the Death of Colonel Ross is 
ia pcrfe(^ contrail with the former. It is flowing, 
tender, and touches all the fprings of fympathetic for* 
rowb Every fwect allufion which can (both the hero 
fiiUen in the bed of honor, is here conjured up with a 
mafterly hand ; and when, from the patriotic ideas of 
freedom, honour, and jufl vengeance over the enemies 
of our country, the Poet by a fudden change in the 
movement reverts to the fituation of the mourning- and 
ddblatfid friend, • unable to forget the real forrows of 
life in the contemplation of fhadowy glories, 
. , , , f* If yet in Sorrow's didant eye 

" Exposed and pale thou fcc'ft him lie, 

"Wild war infulting near ; 

, ♦ The tarjol^ by ivhoje tyti thofe of Truth were made^ is the gyr- 
ha%pi OT falccn ; tarfoJ or tierce/et, being an old term in folconry, 
ufed 10 cxprefj the males of that fpccics of hawk. 
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the foul is flruck, and ackxK>wledgcs the force of N^ 
tiue above the power of lofty figures or fweliing (enti- 
ment. The William mentioned in the poexn U the 
hero of Culloden, then a favorite ;\4th the people. 
It is not improbable that in this Ode the Author had in 
view the popular fong of Hofier's Ghoft. The beau- 
tiful little dirge which follows this piece, bears the 
fame relation to it which an elegant vignette does to an 
' engraving of full fize. - 

The maxim of Horace, Ut piEtura poefis^ maybe 
ftriftly applied to the firft flanza of the Ode to 
Mercy ; for the figures and attitudes are delineated 
fo perfe6Uy, that a painter has nothing left to do but 
to transfer it to the canvafs. Valour, under the figure 
of an armed youth, fits grafping his fpear with a 
threatening geflure. Mercy, in the character of a 
bride, feated befide him, is employed in covering his 
fword with wreaths of flowers ; and by her blandiih- 
ments endeavours to get his fpear out of his hand* 

This Ode, as well as the former, fcems to have been 
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imtten juft a^r the reMlion of 1745, tnd was pro- 
bably intended to move pity, polTibly to iexpreis fym- 
pathy towards the unhappy viftims of an ill-judged and 
iboitrve attempt, to raife the fortunes of a fallen race. 
He fcems to refer to this tranficnt interruption of the 
peace of tlieie kingdoms, in another piece^ where he 
invokes Concord to return to the ravaged fhores of 
Britain. 

To Liberty. The opening of this fpirited Ode 
rouics the mind fufccptible of patriotic feelings, as with 
the (bund of a trumpet. 

*• Whojkali attjaki the Spartan fjij 
** And call in fottmn founds to life f 

The fuhjcft of the Poem is fimilar to that of Thom- 
son's long, and to fay the truth, rather heavy, com- 
pofition, which bears the fame title. Its objeft is to 
give a free and rapid (ketch of the various dates which 
in different ages have poffeded this incdimable blefTing. 
Having called up interrogatively the fhades of Sparta 
aqd Athens, the gigantic republic of Rome is repre- 
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ientcd under the original and ftriking figure of a h^^^ 
ftatuei which after having flood the wonder of ages^ 
is pufhed from its bafe and broken to pieces at length 
by the rude conquerors of the North. In this place 
the imitative harmony of the following line is much 
to be admired, 

" With iuavieft found a giant Jiatut fell.*'* 
The various free ftates which arofe out of the ruins, as 
Venice, Florence,. &c. are fragments of this great 
ma&. They are denoted by little charaderiflic circum-r 
fiances, hiflorical, or pifturcfque, which give truth 
and life to the defer ipt ion, funny Florence : the wiL 
lowed meads of Holland to zokom theflork is dear ; he zoho 
toeds in the Adriatic his green-hair* d bride; Jealous 
Pifa^s oUveJhadej the daring arc/ier^ &c. The re- 
mainder of the piece is taken up in complimenting 
Britain upon poflelTing in the fullcfl manner the afibcn. 
ti<» of the Goddefs. 
*' For thou had made her vales thy lov'd thy ^fl abode." 

« Periups, however, the hint of the image was ctusht fraoit 

that in Ncbuchadnctzar'i dream. 



\ 
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Collins has here tak^ advantage of a tradition, 
that Britain was formerly connefted with the Conti- 
nent ; and of another, Icfs known, that in the time of 
the Druids there exiftcd in Britain a temple facred to 
Liberty. Tht wide wild fiorm even Naturt*s felf c(m^ 
founding, by which our iQand is fuppofcd to have been 
feparated, is defcribed with great force and beauty of 
language. It may be obfervcd, however, that the Au- 
thor is obliged to Milton's Comus, for fomc of his 
Images ; the green navel of our ijle, 

" Within the navel of this hideous wood,** Comus, 
*' And fee like gems her laughing train 
^ The little ifles on every fide." 
•* That like to rich and various gems inlay 
" The unadorned bofom of the deep." Comus. 
The hyacinth ine locks of the Spartans, though an 
exprcflion very claflTic, has, to an Englifh reader, more 
of found than fenfc in it ; efpecially if refcned, as h is 
hcrt, to the colour ; yet the magic of numbers is fuch 
that the paflage cannot be read without pleafure, and 
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ring to ancient dates, arc forr 
notions, which arc imbibed i 
little applicable to the real anc 
juft legtflation. The pra£lice 
pletely dcftro^'S, in all Ihofe fla 
tence to the blcfllngs of fair : 
and there exifls no country vvhc 
of power entered, more than 
fcene of private life. The pan 
ercife the facred and inalicnabl 
nor the hufband enjoy his hor 
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thofe of the onpire; in order, by blending the gloriei 
of each, to delight the imagination with an era more 
free than the later, more fplendid than the earlier pe- 
riods of its hiftory ; for furely that Rome which was 
overthrown by the northern fons offpoU^ had no claim 
to draw down the tears of Freedom at her fall. 

OoK zp Evening. As the Englifh language will 
bear vcrfe without rhyme in the ten-fyllable Heroic 
roeafure, and even poflcfles many pieces of that kind 
which are admired for the harmony of their cadence, 
it has been the opinion of many that blank verfe might 
alio be extended to our Lyric meafures, and fcveral at- 
tempts have been made to realize this idea, amongfl 
which the Ode to Evening is undoubtedly the mofl beau« 
tifuL It has more of dcfcription than any other of 
the Poems of Collins, and the whole of it is highly 
fini(hed« The imitative harmony of the following line 
wiU fcarcely cfcape the reader, 

«« . the weak-ey*d bat, 

«« With ihort fluilt (hrick flits by on leathern wing j" 
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nor the exquiiue dcTcription of the gradual approach 
of Evening, 

" And hears their fimple bell, and marks o'er all 

** Their dewy fingers draw 

" The gradual dufky veil." 
His propenfity to the pcnfivc pUafurcs ftoeet^ which 
per\*ades all his Poems, appears with much grace in 
this addrcfs to Evening, where it peculiarly fiiits the 
fobcr and quiet charafler of that feafon. But not- 
withflanding its fuperior merit confidered as a Poem, 
in the chief objcfl of its conflruftion this Ode wiH 
probably be confidered rather as a literary curiofity 
than as a fuccefsful pattern of a new mode of vcrfifi- 
cation. The imagination indeed is gratified, but the 
car is difappointed ; nor is this merely the cflcft of 
cuilom. So long as our verfe is con{lru6led chiefly 
with iambics, particularly in the clofe of the line, tlief 
abfence of rhyme will appear a dcfeft ; but L)Tic mca- 
fures might be formed compofcd of da6^1$ and ana- 
paeRs, which would probably fuflain themielves'With- 
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out Ma onument, by foaie thought £> Gothic ; the 
only obje6lion to this, and it is to be feared an infupe- 
rable one, is, that our language does not naturally run 
into thefe meafures, and the genius of a language can- 
not be forced. Thofe who think no pra6lice can have 
the (lamp of taile which has not the (an£lion of the 
antients, will continue to inveigh againft rhyme ; wri- 
ters, fludious of novelty, will, from time to time, 
make attempts to do without it ; but we may venture 
to pronounce it far from probable, that the mode in 
which the great mafters of £ngli(h verfiHcation, from 
Pope to Darwin, have charmed the readers of iuc^ 
cel&ve generations, fhould be difcovered to be the 
offspring of taflelefs caprice, or the blind compliance 
with unmeaning cudom. It is moreover a fa£^, which 
tbofe who have tried it will bear witneis to^ that the 
nocef&ty of labouring the line and turning the ex< 
prefliom frequently in the mind, is favorable to ex- 
cellence ; and, that, whatever might be prefumed to 
the contrary, a. thought is oftcncr condenfcd than di- 
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lated by the ncceflity of putting it into rhyme* Our 
common blank verfe is fo extremely eafy to compofei 
that it tempts ^ young author to ncgl licence. The att 
of vcifificdtion is as cflcntial to the nature of Poetry as 
beauty of thought ; and however dilhcult it may be to 
bind in rhyme the unwilling phraic, the Poet (hould 
remember that he cannot free himfclF from a cliain, 
but by abandoning an ornament. 

To Peace. In reading the Author bcfoic us, our 
attention cannot but be attraRcd by the frequent re- 
currence of thofe (ubjccls which indicate a gcntlenefii 
of temper and a quick fbnlihility to the diflrcflcs of 
his fellow men. Collins did not u(e the libenl 
breath of l\x:try to fan thofc flames which confume 
and dcdroy mankind ; Ptace, Mercy, Pity, theic are 
the themes he delights to dre(s and adorn with all his 
pomp of imagery ; and his gentle fpirit fecms to have 
been wounded with the contemplation of the miferici 
of his race. The image of Peace efcaping to the fkies, 
and jud faving her hair from the furious gralp of her 
enemy, is appropriate and beautiful, 
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'tergoqwefngaci 



** Imminet, et crinemjparfum cervidhut adfialt*^ 
This Ode was prob«bly written during the ,wir of the 
Auftrian fucceflion. 

The Manners. That Collins was more fond of 
ab(ba6^ and roetaphyfical ideas than of the bufy haunti 
of common life, his works fufficiently evince. It 
muft, therefore, have been in fome moment of difguft 
againft the ufual train of his ideas, that he profeilis 
himielf defirous to abandon the philofophic porch for 
the walks of life ; and fpeculation, for wit and hu- 
mour* We may rcafonably conclude, however, that 
with wit and humour as well as with fpeculation, his 
acquaintance was formed through books; and that 
when he fpeaks of ftudying the Manners, he had onl^ 
laid down his Plato to take up Gil Bias. The fcintiU 
lations of wit are ingenioudy alluded to by, 
** The jewels in his cnTped hair, 
«« pUced each othen beams to fliare." 
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The remark that the name of humour is known only 
to Britain's favoured ifle, is calculated to miilead ; iinoe 
furely no one will pretend that the thing is peculiar to 
our own country ; and it is of little importance that 
the terms do not cxa£lly correfpond in di£bient lao^ ' 
guages. Le Sage fliould not have been chara^eri^ed 
by the ftory of Blanche, which, though beautiful, it 
npt in his peculiar flile of excellence, and has more to 
do with the high paHions than with Manners. Indeed 
the fubjcft is not particularly proper for an Ode, and| 
thpugh not devoid of merit, this is by no means oub 
of his moft (biking pieces. 

The Passions. The conne6lion of Mudc with 
Poetry, and their united power over the Paflions, has 
been a favorite theme of authors. Dryoen, who had 
a mufical ear, and Pope who had none, have both 
written Odes for St. Cecilia's day. To try his flrcngt!^ 
with thefe great maftcrs, was an exertion worthy g£ 
the ambition, and not above the powers of Colli Ks> 
This Ode to the Paflions may be confidered as the hap« 
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plcft produftion of his pen. His art is the more to be 
admired, as lie has not, like his predeceflors, taken ad- 
Vantage of a ftory for the bafis of his piece ; but has 
^ railed it fblcly on an allegorical fiftion of his own. 
The Paflions, who had often crowded round the cell 
^ of Mufic, while fhc fung in early Greece, being once 
* upon a time more than ufually affefted, and raifed in- 
to a kind of cxtafy, fnatched her inftruments which 
hung Upon the (iirrounding myrtles, and produced, 
each of them, a drain fuitable to the peculiar expref- 
fion of his charafter. The Paflions are thus enume- 
rated in the beautiful lines of Pope, 

" Love, Hope, and Joy, fair Pleafure's (miling 

** train, 
•• Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of Pain.** 
This diviiion is not exaftly followed. Hate is given 
under the different modifications of Anger and Re- 
venge. Fear, with that of Defpair. Jealoufy is in- 
troduced; a paflion compounded of many others. 
GWfef iSy with the happieft cfTeft, foftcncd into Mc- 

C 2 
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lancholy. Joy is preceded by Cheerltilndsi and Ldn 
all-powerful Love, is only mentioned incidenti^ 
The reader may perhaps expeft firom the fnme of t 
piece that an appropriate inflniment (hould be foni 
for every paHion, as in the ingenious paper of Aifrc 
SON, in which chara6lers are refembled to muiical i 
ftruments. This however is not the cafe. To (bi 
of the paflions no particular inflrument is afiignc 
Anger and Joy have two, and the horn, though wi 
** an altered tone" is common to Melancholy ai 
Cheerfulnefs. The aim of the Poet was rather to c 
fcribe them by their manner of playing, than by 
circumflance which, if extended to every one, mig 
have given rather a formal air to the Poem, and lili 
it more to wit than to fancy. In the order in whii 
they are brought forward, the fole View feems to hx 
been that they (hould relieve one another ; Meli 
choly is followed by Cheerfulnefs ; the fong of H0 
is broken off by Revenge ; and his movements ue co 
trailed by thofe of Pity. It may perhaps be afkcd, wl 
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Fear b fet in the front of the conteft ; he is defcribed 
bo«iiever very cban^teridically. He does not pro- 
perly pUys he iay^ his '^ hand, bewilder'd, amid the 
^ chcrdS)" and is iUrtled at the found he has himfelf 
produced. Anger fwttps the lyre in one rude clajh. 
It is rather a violent fi£kion to make Defpair play at 
all* So deadening a fenfation hardly leaves room for 
any Q]iertion. The next is truly enchanting. It be- 
gins' with a fprightly apoflrophe, 

^ But thou, Hope^ with eyes fo fair. 
Her (bng, for (he (ings as well as plays, is prolong- 
ed at every xlofe, and the foft refponjive voice, at 
which ^'Hope enchanted Jmiied, and waved her golden 
^ hmr** is conceived in the happiefl fpirit of allego- 
rical 'fancy. The break in the next line has a fine 
vffbft; it feems to thew Revenge entering like a flem 
conqueror through a breach : the doubling drum, the 
iWoind thrown in thunder down, and the flrained eye- 
b«H burfting from the head, mark the charader with 
IM f ropeii ibength ; and we have already obferved how 
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well it is contraftcd with that of Pity. Jealoufy, is 
mof€ feebly drawn, but Melancholy is in his foftftft, 
mellowed flilc of colouring. She is placed apart bom 
the red, furrounded with fuch appropriate fcenery as 
1 penfive mind naturally delights in ; 

" With c^'cs upraii'd, as one infpir'd, 
" Pale Melancholy fat retir'd." 
And her notes die away into filence, by foft and imper- 
ceptible gradations, in a cadence much finer thin tfao 
dying dying fall of Pope executed in the ftme key. 
Checrfulnefs is exhibited with a lively group about 
her, the a6lion is animated, and gives much of the 
dramatic to the piece. Tlie Satyrs zrc peeping from thar 
alleys green ; brown Exercife rejoices ; and Sport leaps 
up andfeizes his beechenfpear. Is it bccaufe the na- 
ture of man is lefs formed for rapture, than for mo- 
derate exhilaration, that when the Poet endeivounto 
rife from Cheerfulneis to Joy, the images ire left 4i& 
tin6l, and the efied lels forcible P The unaccounta- 
ble exclufion of Love from the trial has already beta 
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notieed'V' but furdy, if he was mentioned at all^ it 
ihmild have been as a principal, and not introduced 
dancing like a Bacchanal in the train of Joy. This is 
what could hardly have been expc6led from the deli- 
cate and ientimental Collins. But whether from 
the fhynefe of his difpofition, or fome early difgufli 
or from whatever cauie, certain it is that he has fhewn 
htmielf lather unfriendly to the paifion to which the 
' greater part of Poets have largely facrificed. In his 
Paflorals there is as little of it as is well coniifbent with 
the nature of the compofition, and in another place he 
refers to it only in the way of complaint. 

'( Love, only Love, her forcclels numbers mean.'* 
It is a teil of merit, and not a fymptom of defefb 
in this Ode, as has been furmifed by fume critic, that 
its beauties are brought out by recitation. No compo^ 
fttion in the language is more admirably adapted to dif* 
.play with efie£l the dilFerent modulations of tmpaflion- 
ed Icptimeat and imitative harmonyi and it is remark- 
able that this is elfeded not by a ftudious adaptation, of 
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particular mealuies to the exprefBon of diMbroot ptb 
fions, for the fame mcafure is often ufed for oppofite< 
paflions; but by that fkilful mixture of them, bf 
thoie gi-aceful cadences and judicious breaks, and 
(bunds conveying the tone of feeling to which tho 
ear of a Poet is his bed guide. The allegory is (im« 
ply this, that the art of muQc fupplies the inftru* 
ments, but that the Paflions alone can make them fpeak 
to the heart ; and the piece concludes with lamenting 
the diflblution of that union which is faid to have fiib- 
fifled in antient times between Poetry and Mufic. Of 
the wonderful efle6b of this union, every one perhaps 
is not prcprcd to affirm with our Author, ** 'Tii 
" isiid, and I believe the talc ;" but every peribn of 
taftc mud lament its divorce from Jefifcy and rcgreti 
that whde the Englifh language offers to the ccym* 
pofers of mufic fuch produ6iions as the preoeding for 
the bafis of their exertions, the degradation of the pdb*' 
lie tade obliges them to prefer for their chamung 
flru6lure of fweet Ibundsi the dang of Newgstc, tbr 
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irulgafofins of the provbce, or the lifpmg "prattlie t)f 
the nurfcry. 

Ode oh the Djsatjh ov Thomson, This piece 
is tender and plaintive, the allufion to the i£olian 
harp, the dajking oar fufpended to bid his gentle fpirit 
reft, the gradual fading of the fcenery as night ap- 
proaches, are pleating and pidiurefque circumflances. 
But there is no propriety in calling Thomson a Druid 
or a pilgrim, chara&ers totally foreign to his own. 
To the fanguinary and fuperftitious Druid, whofe rites 
were wrapped up in myftery, it was peculiarly impro- 
per to compare a Poet whofe religion was iimple as 
truth, fublime as nature, and liberal as the fpirit of 
philofophy. Nature's child is a proper epithet, but 
whymeeA Nature*s child. In ihort there is nothing 
chara^leriflic of the Author he wi(hed to commemo- 
rate^ nor does there feem to be any local acquaintance 
with the fcenery, for the church of Richmond is not 
wbilenor a fpire, nor can it be feen from the river; 
and as. tO'lhe monoaieiit erefled in the iaft verfe to this 
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great Pocty it xnuA be looked upon in the lightrof t 
prophecy which is not yet fulfilled. 

There remain two or three fmaller Poems, among 
which the dirge in Cyznbeline deferves to be notiod 
as perfe£ily correfponding with the delicacy and fweet- 
neis of the play for which it was written as an ac- 
companiment. 

To the Poems which liave ufually been publiihed 
as the works of Collins, is now firil added. Air 
Ode on the popular Superstitions of tbi 
Highlands op Scotland, which was read by tk 
Reverend Dr. Carlyle on the 19th of April, ^^^^ 
at the royal focicty of Edinburgh. It was infcribed 
to Mr. John Home, and fell into the hands of Dr. 
Carlyle among the papers of a deceafed- firiehd, 
where it lay unregarded till a hint given by Dr. JoHW- 
10 n in his life of Collins of the exiflence of fuchi 
Poem revived the remembrance of it, and after diligent 
fearch it was found in the hand- writing of the Autbct; 
Jt feecDS to have been the fird rough draught of the 
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Poem ; it was written in the year 17499 and probably 
the Author, who died in 1 756, never enjoyed (pints 
fufficient to finiih it. Several hemidichs and words 
left blank have been fupplied by Dr. Carlylx ; and 
the fifth and half of the fixth Aanza by Dr. Macken* 
ziE, with fuch art, that if it were not for the inverted 
commas, by which his lines are didinguifhed, the gar- 
ment would appear without a feam. The cordial youth 
mentioned in the fecond (lanza was a Mr. Barrow» 
who had been taken prifoner with Mr. Home (both 
of them volunteers at the battle of Falkirk) and then 
refidcd at Winchefter, where Mr. Collins and Mr. 
Home then were. 

The purport of this Ode is to recommend to the 
Poet of Scotland the popular fuperflitions of his 
country as peculiarly proper for works of imagination. 
Thcfc are enumerated with equal uftc and knowledge 
of the fubjcd. The imagination of Collins was 
apt to kindle at whatever bore the impreis of the 
ftrange, the wild, and efpecially the fupematurai ; no 
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wonder theiefbre he was ftruck with the taloi of- Afli 
iecood iighty the df-Oiot arrows, the ifland of pt^ 
mies, &c. in which the northern part of our iflml 
abounds. The information is chiefly takea .finoa 
Martin's account of St. Kilda. It does not appear 
that Collins was ever in Scotland. The horror 
vrhich thofe polFeffed of the fecond light are iaid to 
feel often at the vifions they fee, is advantageoufly 
touched upon 

*' How they whole fight fuch dreary dreams cn« 
"grols, 
*^ With their own vifions oft allonilh'd dioop ; 
*' When o'er the wat'ry Urath or quaggy mols 

<* They fee the gliding gholb unbodied troops 
'< They know what fpirit brews the ftormful day, 
" And heartlcfs oft, like moody madne& flare, 
" To fee the phantom train their fecret work 
** prepare." 
The feventh and eighth llanzas which defcribe a 
peafant drowned by the wrath of the Kelpie ate ;parti« 
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eularly bautiful. The tpparition of chepale- and 
bkMiled corpTe <' with drooping wHlows dred," ftancU 
ing before his wife, reminds m of a fimilar pathetic 
pafiage m Ccyx and Alcyone^, 

*' Then he perhaps, with moift and wat'ry hand, 
•* Shall fondly feem to preis her fhudd'ring cheek, 

'* And with his blue fwoln face before her (bnd, 
^ And Hiudd'ring cold theie piteous accents ipeak/M* 
The ifland of St. Kilda is marked by a negative cir^ 
ctimftance highly defcriptive, 

*' Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur there.** 
But notwithftanding thefe and other flriking pafTages, 
this Ode is far from pofTefling the fpirit and pathos of 
the Ode to Fear, Many of thefe prodigies woven into 
a ftory would contribute ftrongly to the ciTcft, but here 

* Luiidus, exangui fimilis, (inc veftibus ullis, 
Conjugis ante torum miferx ftetit : uda vidctur 
Barba viri, madidifque gravis fiuere unda capiUis. 

Ale/ am, r'l, 

f The blue fwoln face is much fupcrior to the /uriiius of the 
Latin Poet. 
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the Author fpeaks, tnd the Author has told ns at tte 
fetting out that he does not believe them. It is hoir^ 
ever a Poem well worth recovering, and does credk 
to Collins, though it is not one of the few on 
which his reputation will more particularly reft. 

The reader, after thus going through the produc- 
tions of Collins, mud have formed his opinion cf 
the powers of the writer. He will be acknowledged 
to poflefs imagination, fwectnefs, bold and figurative 
language. His numbers dwell upon the ear, and eafily 
fix thcmfclves in the memory. His vein of (entiment 
is by turns tender and lofty, always tinged with a de- 
gree of melancholy, but not poffeffing any claim to 
originality, //ii originality confifb in his manner; 
in the highly figurative garb in which he clothes ab- 
flraft ideas ; in the felicity of his exprefTions ; and 
his (kill in embodying ideal creations. He had much 
of the myfticifm of Poctr)', -and fometimes became 
obfcure, by aiming at imprcHions Aronger than he had 
clear and well-defined ideas to fupport. Had his life 
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a prolonged, and with life had he enjoyed that eaib 
health which is neceifary for the undiflurfaed 
rciiib of the faculties, he would probably have rifen 
above mod of his contemporaries. As it was, he 
not enjoy much of the public favor ; but pofleri- 
las done him judice, and afligned him an honor- 
i rank among thofc of our Poets who are mors 
inguilhed by excellence than by bulk. 




ORIENTAL 

ECLOGUES. 



ECLOGUE I. 
SELIM; OR, TH£ SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 

SCEUE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT. 
TIME, THE MOHNING. 

X E Perfian maids, attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how fliepherds pais their golden days. 
Not all ave bleft, whom Fortune's hand fuftains 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 
Tis virtue makes the blifs, where'er we dwell. 

Thus Sdim fung, by (acred Truth infpir'd ; 
Nor praife, but fuch as Truth bellow'd, defir'd: 

B 2 
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Wife in himfelf, his meaning fongs convey'd 
Informing morals to the fhepherd maid ; 
Or taught the fwains that fureft blils to find. 
What groves nor flreiins beftow, 'a vntuoiU mind 

When fweet and blufhing, like a virgin bride, 
The radiant mom refum'd her orient pride, 
When wanton gales along the valleys pliy. 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their fweets away ; 
By Tigris' wandering waves' he fat, and fung 
This vfefiil lefifon for the fair and young. 

Ye Perfian dames, he (aid, to you belongs 
Wdl may they pleafe, the morals of my (bng: 
No fairer maids, I truil, than you are found, 
Grac'd with foft atts^ the peopled world around t 



THI SHXPHEKB'S moral. 

The mom that lights youy to your loves fupplles 
Each gentler ny delicious to your eyes : 
For you thofe flovvers her fragrant hands beftovir. 
And yours the love that kings delight to know* 
Yet think not thele, all beauteous as they are. 
The beft kind bleifings heaven can grant the £iic ! 
Who truft alone in beauty's MM ray, 
Boaft but the worth fiaflbra's pearls difplay ; 
Drawn from the deep we own their furface bright. 
But, dark within, they drink no luflrous light : 
Such are the maids, and (iich the charms they boaS, 
By fenfe unaided, or to virtue loft. 
Self-flattering fexi your hearts believe in. vain 
That love (hall blipd when once be fires tlie Twain ; 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 
As fpou ott flnnia beiutify the fkin : . 



t> tsLiii; okf 

Who feeks fecure to rule, be firft her care 
Each fofter virtue that adonis the £iir ; 
Each tender paflion man delights to find. 
The lov'd perfeftions of a female mind! 

Bleft were the days when wifdom held her reign, 
And (hepherds fought her on the filent plain ; 
With Truth (he wedded in the fecret grove, 
Immortal Truth, and daughters blefs'd their love. 

O hafte, fair maids ! ye Virtues, come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy (hrub, for you (hall love our (hore, 
By Ind excell'd or Aniby no more. 



Loft to our fields, for fi> the Fates ordain, 
The dear defdten ihall return again. 



THI SHI^HSAD's moral*. tj 

Come thoUf wfaoife thoughts as limpid fprings are clear, 

To lead the train, fweet Modcfty appear : 

Here make thy court amidii our rural fcene. 

And ihepheni«^rls ihall own thee for their queen* 

With thee be Chaftity, of all afraid, 

Didrufling all, a wife, fufpicious maid ; 

But. Man the mofl — not more the mountain doe 

Holds the fwift falcon for her deadly foe. 

Cold is her breaft, like flowers that drink the dew ; 

A filken veil conceals her from the view. 

No wild deflres amidft thy train be known, 

But Faith, whole heart is fix'd on one alone : 

Defponding Meeknels, with her down-cad eyc^ 

And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; 

And Love, the lad : by thefe your hearts approve, 

Thdie are the virtues that mud lead to love. 



tBLIM, &C* 



Thus fung the Twain ; and ancient legends (ay, 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along, 
The ihcpherds lov'd, and Sdim blefs'd his fong. 



ECLOGUE II. 
HASSAN; OR, THE CAMSL-DRIVEIU 

tfCERE, THE DESERT. 
TIME, MIO-OAY. 



IN ^ent horror o*er the boundlds wafte 
The driver HaiTan with his ctmels paft : 
One cruife of water on his back he bore, 
And his light fcrip contained a fcanty (lore ; 
A hn of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his (haded face from fcorching (and. 
The fultry fun had gain'd the middle fky, 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beafb, with pain, their dufty way purfue. 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
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With defpente bnow wild, th' affiighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ftruck hu bread, and thus bqpn: 
** Sad was the hour, and luckk(s was the days 
<< When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !" 

Ah ! little thought I of the blading wind. 
The third or pinching hunger that I find ! 
Bethink thee, HaiDm, where ihall third aflwagei 
When fails this cruife, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon fhall this fcrip its precious load refign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger diall be thine ? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal (hare ! 
Here, where no fprings in murmun break awty^ 
Or mQi»-crown'd fountabs mitigate the day. 



THK tTAICKi^OKXTSll. 11 

In vain ye hope tfie green ddigbts to knowr. 
Which plains moie bleft, or verdant vaks beflnw : 
Here rocks alone, and tafidels fiinda are founds 
And £unt and fickly winds for ever howl around. 
<^ Sad vras the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
" When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way I** 

Curft be the gold and (ilver which perfuade 
Weak men to follow far £itiguing trade ! 
The lily peace outfhines the filver (lore, 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'er the deiert brown, 
To every diftant mart and wealthy town. 
Full ok we tempt the land, and oft the (ea ; 
And are vre only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah ! why was ruin fo attraftive made^ 
Or why fond man fi> eafily betny'd ? 



It ■ RAtSAlf ; 0%f 

Why heed we not, while mad we lufle aloi^ 
The gentle voioe of peaces or pleafure's bag ? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's fide^ 
The founuin's lAurmun, and the valley's pride^ 
Why think we thefe le(s pleafing to behold. 
Than dreary deferts, if they lead to gold ? 

'< Sad was the hour, and lucklels was the day, 
*' When firft from Schiraz' waUs I bent my way !' 

O ceafe, my ficars !— 4II frantic as I gO| 
When thought creates unnumber'd (cenes of woe^ 
What if the lion in his rage I meet !— 
Oft in the duft I view his printed fieet : 
And fearful ! of^ when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night. 
By hunger rousM, he icours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and fuUen tigjcn ia his tndn : 



THE.<CA1CJII>D»XVB1. 



n 



Before them Death with ihiicks dkt&M their yny^ 
Fills the wild yell^ tnd lodt them to their prejr • 
<« Sad ¥ns the hoat, and lucklds wis the day, 
(« When firft from Schiiaz' walls I bent my %ay V 



At that dead hour the filent a(p fhall creepi 
If aught of reft I find, upon my deep : 
Or fome fwoln ferpent twift his fcales around, 
And wake to angulfh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wife contented poor, 
From luft of wealth, and dread of death fecure I 
They tempt no deferts, and no gntk they find ; 
Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind. 
<< Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
^ When firft from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !" 



14 HAttAMy Ac* 

O htpleft youth ! for (he thy love hith won. 
The tender Zan will be moft undone 1 
Big fwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When £ift (he dropt her tean^ as thus (he (kid : 
^ Farewell the youth whom (ighs could not detain, 
^ Whom Zara's breaking heart implor*d in vain! 
*< Yet as thou go'ft, may every blaft ariie 
« Weak and unfelt as theie rejefled fighs I 
^ Safe o'er the wild, no perils mt/ft thou fee, 
*< No griefis endure, nor weep, falie youth, like me.** 
O let me Ddcly to the fair return. 
Say, with a ki&, (he muft not, (hall not mourn; 
O ! let me teach my heart to loie its (ear% 
RecaU*d by Wildom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He faid, and called on heaven to blefs the day. 
When back to Schiraz* walls he bent his way. 



ECLOGUE III, 

ABRA ; OR, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

SCENE, A FOREST* 
TIME, THE EVENING* 



lN Georgia's land, where Tefflis* towen are ieen^ 

n diftant view along the level green^ 

Vhile evening dews enrich the glittering glade^ 

ind the tall forefb caft a longer (hade, 

Vhat time 'tis fweet o'er fields of rice to ftray, 

h* fcent the breathing maize at letting day ; 

imidfl the maids of Zagen*s peaceful grovo^ 

Imyra fung the pleaflng cares of love* 
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Of Abni firft began the tender ftrain. 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain : 
At mom (he came thofe willing flocks to 1*> ^^ 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead; 
From early dawn the live-long hours flic told, 
Till late at filenfevc fhc penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grovc^ beneath the fccret fliadc, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers flie made : 
*Gay-motlcyM pinks and fweet jonquils (he choi^ 
The violet blue that on the mo&-bank grows ; 
All-fweet to fenfe, the flaunting rofe was thetc: 
The finifli'd chaplet well«adom'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fited mom to ftxay. 
By love condu£bed from the chace away ; 

* Thefc flowen are found in very great abundance in fomc o 
the provinces of Perfia. 



THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 1^ 

Linong the vocal vales he heard her fong, 
Old fought the vales and echoing groves among : 
Lt length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
»he knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov*d, 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd." 

The royal lover bore her from the plain ; 
f et flill her crook and bleating flock remain : 
)ft as (he went, fhc backward tum'd her view, 
bid bade that crook and bleating flock adieu, 
air happy maid ! to other (cenes remove, 
"^o richer fcenes of golden power and love ! 
ro leave the fimple pipe, and Ihepherd's ftrain ; 
Vith love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
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<* Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
** And every Georgian maid like Abri lov*d 1" 

Yet midft the blaze of courts (he fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain, or the (hady grove ; 
Still with the fhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the fweet vale, and flowery mead inclin'd ; 
And oft as Spring renew'd the plains with flowerS| 
Breath'd his foft gales^ and led the faigrant hours. 
With fure return (he (ought the fylvan (cene. 
The breeay mountains^ and the foxe(b green. 
Her maids around her mov'di a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 
Some (imple lay, of flocks and herds they fung ; 
With joy the mountain, and the fbreft rung. 
'^ Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
** And every Geoigian maid like Ahn lov'd !" 
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And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of fbte, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the (hades and low-roof *d cots retir'd. 
Or (ought the vale where firft his heart was fir'd : 
A ruHkt mantle, like a Twain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and bufy courts no more. 
*^ Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
<* And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !" 

Bleft was the life, that royal Abbas led : 
S%veet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel ; 
The (imple (hepherd girl can love as well. 
Let tho(e who rule on Perfia's jewcll'd throne, 
Be hm'd for love, and gentleft love alone ; 
c 2 
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Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fiur renown^ 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
O happy days! the maids around her iay; 
O hafte, profiife of bledings, halle away ! 

** Be every youth, like royal Abbas mov'd; 

<* And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !'* 



ECLOGUE IV. 



AGIB AND SECANDER ; OR, THE FUGITIVES. 

8C£NE, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA. 
TIME, MIDNIGHT* 

In lair Circaffia, where, to love inclined. 
Each fwain was bleft, for every maid was kind ; 
At that flill hour, when awful midnight reigns. 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains ; 
What time the Moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And pad in radiance thro' the cloudlefs (ky ; 
Sad o'er the dews, two brother (hepherds fled, 
Where wildering iear and defperate forrow led : 
Fad as they preft their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravag'd plains, and vallies flole away. 



S8 AOIB AND SECANDER ; 

Along the mountain's bending fides they rui. 
Till faint and weak Secander thus began : 

SECANDBK. 

O flay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and furvey. 
Trace our (ad flight thro' adl its length of way I 
And firfl: review that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves* already paft with pain ! 
Yon ragged clifl*, whofe dangerous path we tried I 
And laft this lofty mountain's weary flde ! 

ACIB. 

Weak as thou art, yet hap]e& muft thou know 
The toils of flight, or Ibme feverer woe I 
Still as I hafle, the Tartar fhouts behind, 
And fhrieks and forrows load the (addening wind: 
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In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blafts our harvefts, and deforms our land* 
Yon citron grove, whence firft in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours tdjlbe conquering flame: 
Far iy the fwains, like us, in deep defjpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 

SBCANDER* 

Unhappy land, whofe bleffings tempt the fwoi^ 
In vain, unheard, thou call'fl thy Perfian lord ! 
In vain thou court'fl him, helplds, to thine aid, 
To fhield the fhepherd, and proteS; the maid 1 
Far b^ in thoughtlefs indolence reflgn'd, 
Sok dreams of love and pleafure Tooth his mind, 
'Midft £iir fiiltanas loft in idle joy, 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 



a4 ACIB AND SECANDBR ; 

AGIB. 

Yet thefe green hills, in Summer's fultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the fight is Zabim's flowery plain. 
And once by maids and (hepherds lov'd in vain! 
No more the virgins (hall delight to rove 
By Safgis' banks, or Irwan's fliady grove ; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale. 
Or breathe the fweets of Aly *s flowery vale : 
Fair fcenes ! but, ah ! no more with peace pofleft, 
With eaie alluring, and with plenty blefl. 
No more the fhepherds' whitening tents appear. 
Nor the kind produ6b of a bounteous year ; 
No more the date, with fiiowy bloflbms crown'd! 
But Ruin fpreads her baleful fires around. 



.OBy TBS WVQITIVEU 1^ 

tlCANOB&. 

In vain Circaffia boafb her fpicy graves 
For ever £un'd for pure and happy loves : 
In vain (he boafis her faireft of the fur. 
Their eye's blue languifii, and their golden hair ! 
Thofe eyes in tears their fhiitleft grief muft fend ; 
Thofe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand (hall icnd* 

ACIB. 

Ye Georgian fwains, that piteous learn from br 
Circaflia's mini and the wafle of war ; 
Some weightier arms than crooks and {la£& prepare^ 
To (hield your harvefls, and defend your fair : 
The Turk and Tartar like deiigns purfue, 
Fix'd to defhoy, and (lead&fl to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deferts bred. 
By lull incited, or by malice led, 
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The villain Arab, as he piowb for prey. 

Oft marks with Uood and wafting fiamcs die way $ 

Yet none (b cnid at the Tartar foe. 

To death inur'd, and nurft in foenes of woe. 

He iaid ; when loud along the Tale was heard 
A ftiriller ihriek| and nearer fires appear'd : 
Th* affiighted ihepherds thro' the dews of night. 
Wide &er the moon-light hiUs renew'd their flight. 



ODES 

DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 



ODE TO PITY. 

\J Thou, the friend of man affign'd, 
With balmy hands his wounds to bind. 

And chann his frantic woe : 
When firfl Diflrefs, with dagger keen, 
Bn>ke forth to wafle his defUn'd fcene. 

His wild uniated foe ! 



By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 

By all the grieb his thought could fnm^ 

Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy (ky-wom robes of tendered blue. 

And eyes of dewy light ! 



JO COS TO PITY. 

But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old Iliflus* diftant fide, 

Deferted ftream, and mute ? 
Wild Arun * too has heard thy ftrainst 
And Echo, 'midft my native plains, 

Been footh'd by Pity's lute. 

There firft the wren thy myrtles ftied 
On gentleft Otway's infant head, 

To him thy cell was (hewn ; 
And while he fung the female heart, 
With youth's ibft notes unfpoil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. 

* A river in Saflcx* 



QDs TO riTY. gt 



k>me, Pity, come, by fancy's aid, 
^v'n now my thoughts, idcnting miid» 

Thy temple's pride delign : 
!ts fouthem (ite, its truth Complete 
>hall raife a wild enthufiail heat, 

In all who view the fhrine. 

There Pifture's toil (hall well relate^ 
H[ow chance, or hard involving fate 

O'er mortal blils prevail : 
Fhe buikin'd Mule (hall near her (land, 
And (ighing prompt her tender hand, 

With each diia(bx>us tale. 

There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
In dreams of pai&on melt away. 
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Allowed with thee to dwd\ : 
There wafte the mournful lamp oF night. 
Till, Virgin, thou again delight 

To hear a Britiih (hell ! 



ODE TO FEAR. 

> U, to whom the world unknown 
11 its fhadowy fhapes is (hewn ; 
eft appall'd th' unreal fcene, 
Fancy lifts the veil between : 
1 Fear ! ah frantic Fear ! 
be, I fee thee near, 
thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye 1 
ee I ftart, like thee diforder'd fly, 
r, lo ! what monfters in thy train appear ! 
f whofe limbs of giant mold 
aortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
:alks his round, an hideous form, 
ig amidft the midnight dorm ; 



34 ODE TO FEAR. 

Or throws him on the ridgy ftccp 
Of fome loofe hanging rock to deep : 
And with him thouiand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thole, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks prelide ; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, exposed and bare : 
On whom that ravening Brood of fate, 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait ; 
Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can foe, 
And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

EPOOE. 

In earlieft Greece, to thee, with partial choice^ 
The grief-full M ufe addreft her infint tongue 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voices 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 



ODE TO FEAR. 35 

Yet he, the Bard • who firfl invok'd thy name. 

DiiHain'd in Marathon its power to fbel : 
For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 

But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's (Icel. 

But who is he, whom later garlands grace, 
Who left a-while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 

With trembling eyes thy dreary flcps to trace, 
Where thou and Furies fliar'd the baleful grove ? 

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' inceduous Queen f 
Sigh'd the iad call her Ton and hulband heard. 

When once alone it broke the filent fcenc. 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd, 

♦ iEfchylus. f Jocafta. 
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O Fear, I know thcc by my throbbing heart, 
Thy withering power infpir'd ach moumfiillj 

Tho' gentle Pity chim her mingled part, - :^: 
Yet all the thunden of the fcenes are thintfli';. 

ANTISTROPHE. VS 

Thou who fuch weary lengths haft pad, 

Where wilt thou reft, mad Nymph, at laft i^ 

Say, wilt thou fhroud in haunted cell. 

Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell? 

Or in fome hallow'd (eat, 

'Cainft which the big waves beat, 

Hear drowning feamens' cries in tempefts brou^ 

Dark power, with ftiuddering meek fubmitted thoi 

fie mine, to read the viftons old, 

Which thy awakening bards have told. 



Atyvj^ 




fir. 



Pt .tffMr 



An//f?«i'</ 'A-fM/ : 









Ar\- -:- ^-. 



cr«/ 



ODE TO FEAR. 37 



And, left thou meet my blafted view, 
Hold cich Ibrange Ule devoutly true ; 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-aw'd, 
In that thrioe-hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghofb, as cottage-maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave. 
And goblins haunt from fire, or ien, 
Or mine^ or flood, the walks of men ! 

O thou whofe fpirit mod pofled 
The (acred feat of Shakfpeare's bread ! 
By all that tem thy prophet broke, 
In thy divine emotions fpoke ! * 
Hither again thy fury deal. 
Teach me but once like him to feci : 
His cypreis wreath my meed decree, 
Aiyl I, O Fear, will dwell with thee. 



ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 

O THOU by Nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and fweetly (bxmg : 

Who firft on mountains wild, 

In Fancy, lovelieft child, 
Thy babe, and Pleafure's^ nurs'd the powers of fong 



Thou, who with hermit heart 

Difdain'fl the wealth of art, 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pill : 

But com'fl a decent maid. 

In Attic robe array'd, 
O chafle, unboadfid nymph, to thee I call ! 



OOB TO tlMPLlCXTY. 39 

By all the honey'd ftore 

On Hybla's thymy (horCy 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear, 

By her, whofe love-lorn woe, 

In evening muiings (low, 
Sooth'd fweetly (ad £leara's poet's ear : 

By old Cephifus deep, 

Who fpread his vravy fweep 
In warbled wanderings round thy green retreat, ' 

On who(e enamel'd fide. 

When holy Freedom died. 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 
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OOB TO SIMPLICITY. 



O fiftcr mock of Truth, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy (bber aid and native channs infiiie ! 

The flowers that fweeteft breathe, 

Tho* beauty cull'd the wxeath, 
Still alk thy hand to range their order'd hues. 



While Rome could none efteem, 

But virtue's patriot theme, 
You tov'd her hills, and led her laureate band; 

fiut fbid to (ing alone 

To one didinguifh'd throne^ 
And tum'd thy £ice, and fled her alter'd land. 



ODX TO ranrLiciTY. 

No more, in hall or bower, 

The paflions own thy power, 
yve, only love her fe rc elefa numbers mean : 

For thou haft left bar Ihrine^ 

Nor olive moie, nor vine, 
lall gain thy feet to blels the fervUe fcene. 
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Tho' tafie, tho' genius^ blels 

To (bme divine excels, 
lint's the cold work till thou infpire the wholdi: 

What each, what all fupply, 

May court, may charm our eye, 
bou, only thou can'ft raife the meeting foul ! 



4* 



ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 



Of tilde let Others afk, 

To aid feme mighty talk, 
I only feek to find thy temperate vale : 

Where oft my reed might found, 

To maids and fhepherds round. 
And all thy fons, O Nature, leaxn my tale. 



ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

x\.Sonce, if not .with light rogud, 
I read aright that gifted Bard, 
(Him whofe ibhool above the reft 
His lovelieft Elfin queen haa Ueft) 
One, only one, unrival'd fair *, 
Might hope the magic girdle wear, 
At (blemn tumey hung on high, 
The wifh t>f each love-darting eye ; 

Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
As if, in air unfeen, (bme hovering hand. 

Some chafte and angel-friend to virgin-fame. 
With whifper'd fpell had burft the ftarting band, 
t Florimel See Spenfer, Leg. 4th. 
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It left unbleft her loath'd difhonour'd fide; 
Hippier hapele6 &ir, if never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 

Had touch'd that £ittl zone to Jier denied ! 

Young Fancy thus, to me divineft name^ 

To whom, prspar'd and bath'd in heaven^ 
The ceft of ampkft power is given. 
To few the god-like gift aiHgns, 
To gird their bleft prophetic loins. 
And gaze her Vifions wild, and feel unmix'd her fli 
The band, as fairy legends fay, 
Was wove on that .creating day, 
When. he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Yon tented iky, this laughing earth, 
And dreft with fprings, and fcvefts tall. 
And pour'd the main engirting all, 
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Long by the lov'd Enthuiiaft woo'd 
Hixnfelf in fome diviiier mood, 
Retiring, fate with her alone, 
And plac'd her on hit fapphke throne, 
The whiles, the vaulted fhrine around, 
Seraphic wires weriB heard to found, 
Now fuhUmefl triumph fwelling ; 
Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 
And (he^ from out the veiling cloud, 
Breath 'd her magic notes aloud : 
And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of mom. 
And all thy fubjefi life was bom ! 
The dangerous paffions kept aloof, 
Far from the fainted growing woof: 
But near it &te ecAatic Wonder, 
Liftening the deep applauding thunder : 
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And Truth, in funny veil amyM, ' 
By whofc the Tarfel's eyes vrepc macie ; 
And the fliadowy tribes of Mind, ^ 
In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted Powers, 
Who feed on heaven's ambrofial flowers. 
Where is the Bard, whofe foul can now 
Its high prefuming hopes avow ? 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him defign'd ? 

High on fome cliff, to heaven up-pil'd, 
Of rude acceis, of profped wild, 
Where, tangled round the jealous fleep. 
Strange fhades o'eiinrow the vallies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, its fprings unlock, 
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While on its rich ambitious head, 
An Eden, like his own, lies fpread, 
new that oak, the fancied glades among, 
r which as Milton lay, his evening ear, 
om many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew, 
igh fpher'd in heaven its native (biins could hear : 
n which that ancient trump he reach'd was hung ; 
Thither oft his glory gi^eeting. 
From Waller's myrtle (hades retreating, 
^ith many a vow from Hope's afpiring tongue, 
y trembling feet his guiding (leps purfue ; 
In vain — Such bli& to one alone, 
Of all the Tons of foul was known. 
And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powers. 
Have now o*ertum'd th' infpiring bowen, 
r curtain'd clofe fuch fcene from every future view. 



ODE, 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR MDCCXLVI. 



R 



LOW deep the brave, who fink to rdl. 
By all their country's wiflies bleft ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mold. 
She there (hall drefs a Tweeter Ibd, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unfeen their dirge is fung : 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bleis the turf that wraps their clay, 
And Freedom fhall a-while repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there 1 
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ODE TO MERCY. 



STROPHE. 

/THOU| who fit'd a fmiling bride 
r Valoiir'& arm'd and aweful fide, 
left of iky-bom frnns, and bcft adorVl : 
ho oft with fongs, divine to hear, 
in*ft from his fatal grafp the fpear, 
hid'ft in wreaths of flowers his bloodlefi fwoid ! 
ou who, amidft the deathful Hcldj 
godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
fith thy bo(bm bare art founds 
ing for him the youth who finks to ground: 
: Mercy, fee, with pure and loaded hands, 
Fore thy fhrine my country's genius flands, 
iecks thy altar flill, tho* pierc'U with many a 
wound ! 
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ODE TO MERCY« 



ANTISTROPHI. 

When he whom even our joys provoke, 

The Fiend of Nature join'd his yoke^ 
And rufh'd in wrath to make our ifle his prey ; 

Thy form, from out thy fweet abode, 

Overtook him on his blafted road, 
And (loppM his wheels, and look'd his rage away* 

I fee recoil his (able fteeds, 

That bore him fwift to &vage deeds, 
Thy tender melting eyes they own ; 
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain (hown, 

Where Juftice bars her iron tower, 

To thee we build a rofeate bower. 
Thou, thou {halt rule our queen, and (halt 
monarch's throne! 



ODE TO LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 

W H O (hall awake the Spartan fife, 

And call in folemn founds to life 
rhe youths, whofe locks divinely fpreading, 

Like vernal hyacinths in fuUen hue, 
\t once the breath of fear and virtue (hedding, 

Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view ? 
What new Alcaeus, £uicy-ble(l. 
Shall fing the fwoxd, in myrtles drefl, 

At Wiidom's fhrine a-while its flame concealing, 
(What place fo fit to feal a deed renown'd ?) 

Till (he her brighteft lightnings round revealing, 
It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted woUnd ! 
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O Goddelsy in that feeling hour, 
When mod its founds would court thy can, 

Let not my fhell's mifguided powder, 
E'er draw thy &d, thy mindful tears. 
No, Freedom, no, I will not tell, 
How Rome, before thy weeping face, 

With heavied found, a giant-ftatue, fell, 
Pufh'd by a wild and artleis race, 
From off its wide ambitious bale, 
When Time his northern fons of fpoil awoke. 
And all the blended work of flrength and gm 
With many a rude repeated flroke, 
And many a barbarous yell, to thoufimd frigmentsl 

EFODB. 

s. 
Yet even, where'er the lead appear'd, 
Til' admiring world thy hand rever'd ; 



OOI TO LIBERTY. 5) 

Still, 'snidft the fcatter'd (htes around, 
>ome remnants of her ftrength were found ; 
rhey law, by what efcap'd the ftorm, 
flow wonderous rofe her perfeft form, 
rlow in the great, the labour'd whole, 
£ach mighty mafler pour'd his (bul ; 
Tor funny Florence, (eat of art, 
iSeneath her vines preferv'd a part, 
fill they, whom Science lov'd to name, 
O who could fear it ?) quench'd her flame, 
^d lo^ an humbler relic laid 
n jealous Piia's olive (hade ! 
lee fmall Marino joins the theme, 
rho' lead, not lad in thy efleem ; 
Itrike, louder ftrike th' ennobling firings 
To thoie, whofe merchant fons were kings; 
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To liim, who, deck'd with pearly pride, 
In Adria weds his grcen^hair'd bride : 
Hail, port of glory, wealth, and pleafuxe, 
Nc*er let me change this Lydian meafure : 
Nor c*er her former pride relate, 
To fad Liguria's bleeding flate. 
Ah no ! more pleas'd thy haunts I feek, 
On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak : 
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choice. 
The daring archer heard thy voice ; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread, 
The ravening Eagle northward fleA) 
Or dwell in willowM meads more near. 
With thofc * to whom thy Stork is dear : 

* The Dutch, amongft whom there are very feverc pei 
thofe who are convided of killing this bird. They are k 
in almoft all their towns, and ptiticularly at the Hagu 
arms of which they make a part. The common peopl 
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Thofe whom the rod of Alva bruis'd. 
Whole crown, a Britifh queen refus'd. 
The magic works, thou feel'ft the fhain^ 
One holier name alone remains ; 
The perfea fpell fhall then avail, 
Hail Nymph, ador'd by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond the meafure vad of thought, 

The works, the wizzard Time has wrought ! 

The Gaul, 'tis held of antique ftory. 
Saw Britain link'd to his now advcde (Irand *, 

No Tea between, nor cliff fublime and hoary, 
He pals'd with unwet feet thro* all our land. 

id are iaid to entertain a fupci-ftitious fentiment, that if the 
kole fpecies of them fhould become extin£l, they Ihould lofe 
:ir libeities. 

1^ This tradition it mentioned by feveral of our old hiftorians. 
me naturaliib too have endeavoured to fupport the probability 
the fad, by arguments drawn from the correfpondent difpoii. 
Q of the two oppofite coafts. 



56 ODE TO LIBBKTY. 

To the blown Baltic then, they &y, '/ 

The wild waves found inotber way, 
Where Orcas howU, his wolfifh mountains rounding 

Till all the banded weft at once 'gan rifis^ 
A wide wild ftorm even Nature's (elf confounding, 
Withering her giant (bns with ftnnge uncouth fur- 

prife. 
This pillar*d earth fo firm and wide. 

By winds and inward labours torn. 
In thunder's dread was puih'd afide, 

And down the fhouldering billows bom. 
And fee, like gems, her bughing train, 
The little ifles on every fide, 
Mona *, once hid from thofe who fearch the main, 
Where thoufand Elfin fhapcs abide, 

* There is a tradition in the lile of Man, that a mennaid be* 
coming enamoured of a young man of extraordinary beauty, took 
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And Wight who clKcks the weflsring tide, 
For thee codentiiig heaven has each beftow'd, 

A fair attendant on heribvereign pride: 
To thee this hlefl divorce (he ow*d, 

For thou haft made her vales thy lov'd, thy laft abode ! 

SECOND ETODB, 

Then too, 'tis faid, an hoary pile, 

'Midft the green navel of our ifle, 

Thy (hrine in (bme religious wood, 

O foul-enforcing Godde(S| fiood 1 

There oft the painted native's feet 

Were wont thy form celeftial meet : 

an opportunity of meeting him one day as he walked on the fkoKp 
and opened her paflion to him, but wai receivad with a coldneO^ 
occaizoned by his horror and furprize at her appearance. This 
however was fo mifconftrued by the fea.lady, that in revenge for 
his treatment of her, (he puniffied the whole ifland, by covering 
it with a mifty fo that all who attempted to carry on any com. 
merce with it, cither never arrived at it, but wandered up and 
flown the fca, or were on a fudden wrecked upon its citflfs. 
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Tho' now with hopdels toil we tracer 
Time's backward rolls, to find its place ; 
Whether the fiery .trefled Dane, 
Or Roman's (elf o'ertum'd the fane. 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell, 
'Twere hard for. modem ibng to tell. 
Yet flill, if truth thofe beams infufe. 
Which guide at once, and charm the Mufe, 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, 
Paving the light embroidered fky : 
Amidft the bright pavilion'd plains, 
The beauteous model ftill remains. 
There happier than in iflands bleft, 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe drefl. 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's ftory^ 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glor)', 
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Hear their confortedJDruids (ing 
Their triumphs to th* immortal ftring. 

How may th^ poet new unfold, « 

What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn delighted, and amai'd, 
What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ? 
Even now, before his favoured eyes, 
In Gothic pride it Teems to rife ! 
Yet Grecia's graceful orders join, 
Majeflic thro' the mix'd defign ; 
The fecrct builder knew to chufe, 
Each fphere found gem of richefl hues : 
Whate'cr heaven's purer mold contains, 
When nearer funs emblaze its veins : 



60 OOS to LIBBRTY* 

There on the walls the Patriot's (ight 
May ever hang with freih delight. 
And, gravM with feme prophetic rage^ 
Read Albion's fame thro' every age. 

Ye forms divine, ye laureate band. 
That near her inmoft altar ftand! 
Now footh her, to her bliisful train. 
Blithe Concord's fbcial form to gain : 
Concord, whole myrtle wand can fleep 
Even Anger's blood-(hot eyes in (leep : 
Before whofe breathing bofom's balm. 
Rage drops his fled, and (lorms grow calm ; 
Her let our fires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd fhore, 



ODE TO LIBEXTY* 
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Our youths, enamour'd of the fair. 
Play with the tangles of her hair, 
Till, in one loud applauding found, 
The nations (hout to her around, 
O how fupreniely art thou bleft. 
Thou, Lady, thou (halt rule the weft ! 



ODE, 

TO A LADY, ON THE DEATH OF COLONEL CHAR 
ROSS, IN THE ACTION AT FONTENOY. 

WRITTEN MAY MDCCXLV. 

W H I L E, loft to all his former mirth, 
Britannia's genius bends to earth, 

And mourns the htzl day : 
While ftain'd with blood he ftrivcs to tear 
Unfeemly from his fea-green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May : 

The thoughts which mufing pity pays, 
And fond remembrance loves to raife, 



00£. 

Your faithful hours attend : 
Still Fancy, to her&lf unkind. 
Awakes to grief the fbfiten'd mind, 

And points the bleeding friend. 

By rapid Scheld's defcending wave 
His country's vows (hall ble6 the gravOt 

Where'er the youth is laid : 
That (acred fpot the village hind 
With every fweetefl turf fliall bind. 

And Peace prote£): the (hade. 
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O'er him, whole doom thy vinues grievei 
Aerial forms (hall (it at eve^ 
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And bend the penfive head ! 
And, fallen to (avc his injur'd land, 
Imperial Honour's aweful hand 

Shall point his lonely bed ! 

The warlike dead of every age, 
Who Ell the fair recording page, 

Shall leave their fainted reft : 
And, half-reclining on his fpear, 
Each wondering chief by turns appear, 

To hail the blooming gueft. 

Old Edward's fons, unknown to yield, 
Shall croud from Crefly's laurell'd field. 



COLONEL CHARLBS ROSS. 

And gaze with fix*d ddight : 
Again for Britain's wrongs they feel, 
Again they (hatch the gle^ny (led, 

And wi(h th' avenging fight. 

But \Of where, funk in deep defpair, 
Her garments torn, her bofom bare, 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tredes madly fpread. 
To every fod which wraps the dead, 

She turns her joylets eyes. 
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Ne'er (hall (he leave that lowly ground, 
Till notes of triumph burfting round, 
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Proclaim her reign reftor'd : 
Till William feck the fad retreat, 
And bleeding at her %cred feet, 

Prefent the iated (wonL 

If, weak to Tooth fo foft an heart, 
Thefe pidur'd glories nought impart. 

To dry thy conftant tear: 
If yet, in Sorrow's diftant eye, 
Expos'd and pale thou feeft him lie, 

Wild war infulting near : 



Where'er hem time thou court'ft relief. 
The Mufe (hall ftiU, with focial grief. 



COLONEL CHARLES ROSS. 
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Her gcntlcft promifc keep : 
Svcn humble Harting's cotug'd vale, 
>hall learn the fed repeated lale, 

And bid her (hcphcrds wtep. 
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ODE TO EVENING. 

X F aught of oaten (lop, or paftoral ibng, 
May hope, chafle Eve, to footh thy modeft ear. 

Like thy own folemn fprings, 

Thy fprings, and dying gales. 



O Nymph referv'd, while now the bright hairM i 
Sits in yon weftem tent, whofe cloudy (kirtSy 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 
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/ air is hufh'd, fave where the weak-ey'd bat, 
h (hort (hrill fliriek flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His foiall but fullea horn : 

>h he rifes 'midft the twilight path, 
inft the pilgrim borne in heedlefi hum : 
Now teach me, Maid composed. 
To breathe fome foften'd drain, 

ofe numbers dealing thro' thy darkening vale, 
' not unfeemly with its ftillne& fuit, 
As mufing flow, I hail 
Thy genial lov'd return I 



70 9^' TO EVIMIMG. 

For when thy folding-flar arifing (hows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 

The fbgrant Houni and Elves 

Who flept in buds the day. 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her bro%^ with k 
And (heds the freihening dew, and lovelier ftiU, 

The penfive Pleafiues fweet • 

Prepare thy (hadowy car. 

Then let me rove ibme wild and heathy fceoe^ 
Or find fome ruin 'midft its dreary dellS| 

Whofe walls more aweful nod 

By thy religious gleams. 



ODE TO BVBKING* 

^r if chill bluft'ring winds, or driving mini 
revent my willing feet, be mine the hut. 
That from the mountain's fide, 
Views wilds and fwelling floods, 

nd hamlets brown, and dim-difcover'd fpires, 
nd hears their fimple bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dufley veil* 
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/hile Spring (hall pour his (howers, as oft he wont, 
nd bathe thy breathing treflcs, meekeft Eve ! 

While Summer loves to fport 

Beneath thy lingering light : 
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ODE TO EVENING* 



While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 
Or Winter, yelling thro' the troublous air, 

Affrights thy (hrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 



So long regardful of thy quiet rule, 

Shall Fancy, Friendfhip, Science, fmiling Peace^ 

Thy gentled influence own, 

And love thy favourite name ! 



ODE TO PEACE. 

O THOU, who bad'ftthy turtles bear 
Swift from his giafp thy golden hair, 

And fought'd thy native (kics: 
When War, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his iron car, 

And bade his florms arife ! 



Tir*d of his rude tyrannic fway. 
Our youth fhall fix fome feilive day, 

His fullen (brines to bum : 
But thou, who hear'fl the turning fpheres^ 
What founds may charm thy partial ears, 

And gain thy blefl return ! 
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O Peace, thy injur'd robes up-bind ! 
O rife, and leave not one behind 

Of all thy beamy train : 
The Britifli lion, Goddeis fwcet, 
Lies ftretch'd on earth to kifs thy feet, 

And own thy holier reign; 



Let othen court thy tranfient finile, 
But come to grace thy weftem ifle, 

By warlike Honour led ! 
And, while around her ports rgoice, 
While all her Ions adore thy choice^ 

With him for ever wed ! 



THE MANNERS. 
A N CD E. 

Jb AREWELL, for clearer ken defign'd ; 
The dim difcover'd tnfis of mind : 
Truths which, from aftion's paths retired, 
My (Uent iearch in vain required, 
No more my £ul that de^ explores, 
No more I iearch thoie magic ihoreSf 
What regions part the world of foul. 
Or whence thy ftreamS| Opinion, roll : 
If e'er I round fuch Fairy field. 
Some power impart the fpear and ihield 
At which the wizzard Paifions fly. 
By which the giant Follies die ! 
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Farewdl the porch, whofe roof is feen, 
Arch'd with th' enlivening olive's green : 
Where Science, piank'd in tiflued veil, 
By Reafon, Pride, and Fancy dreft, 
Comes like a bride, fo trim array'd. 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's (hade ! 

Youth of the quick uncheated (ight. 
Thy walks, Oblervancei more invite ! 
O thou, who lov'ft that ampler range, 
Where life's wide profpe£b round thee change. 
And, with her mingled Ions allied, 
Throw'ft the prattling page afiidc; 
To me in converfe fwcct impart, 
To read in man the native heart, 
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To learn, wbere Science fure is founds 
From Nature as (he lives around : 
And gazing oft her mirror true^ 
By turns each (hifting image view I 
Till meddling Ait's officious lore, 
Reverie the leflbns taught before^ 
Alluring from a (afer rule, 
To dream in her enchanted fchool ; 
Thou, heaven, whate'er of great we boafl. 
Haft bleft this fbcial fcience moft. 

Retiring hence to thoughtful cell« 
As Fancy breathes her potent fpell, 
Not vain (he finds the charmful tafk, 
In pageant quaint, in motley maik, 



f tun iTAiriri&f. 

Behold, befotc tier mu&ig eycsi 

The counUeis Manacn round her rife; 

While ever varying as they paf% 

To ibme Contempt applies her gtafi : 

With thefe the whke-rob'd M^ds (Sombine^ 

And thofe the laughing Satyrs join! 

But who is he whom now (he views, 

In robe of wild contJcnding hues ? 

Thou by the paflions nurs'd ; I greet 

The comic fock that binds thy fsct ! 

O Humour, thou whofe name is known, 

To Britain's favour'd ifle alon^: 

Me too admidft thy band admit, 

There where the young-eyed healthful Wit, 

(Whole jewels in his crifped hair 

Are plac'd each other's beams to (hare. 
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Whom no delights from thee (£vi<k) 
In laughter loos'd attends thy fide I 

By old Miletus * who fo long 
Has ceas'd his love-inwoven long : 
By all you taught the Tufcan maids. 
In chang'd Italia's modem ihades : 
By him f, whole Knight's didinguilh'd name, 
Refin'd a nation's luft of iame ; 
Whofe tales even now, with echoes (weet, 
Caflilia's Moori(h hills repeat : 
Or him :];, whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weeds on Gallia's (horc^ 

* Alluding to the Mileiian Tales, fome of the earlieft ro- 
mances. 

f Cervantes. 

X Monfieur Le Sage, author of the incomparable adventures 
of Gil Bias de Santillane, who died in Paris in the year 1745. 
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Who drew the fad Sicilian maid. 
By virtues in her fire betmy'd : 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed ; 
If but from thee I hope to feel, 
On all my heart imprint thy feal I 
Let (bme retreating Cynic find 
Thofe oft-tum'd fcroUs I leave behind, 
The fports and I this hour agree, 
To rove thy fcene-full world with thee ! 



THE PASSIONS, 



AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 



rV H £ N Mufic, heavenly maid, was young, 

^hile yet in early Gzeece {he fung, 

le Paffions oft, to hear her fhell, 

irong'd around her magic cell, 

culting, trembling, raging, £iinting, 

tfleft beyond the Mufe's painting ; 

f turns they felt the glowing mind 

iflurb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 

11 once, 'tis faid, when all were fir'd, 

ird with fiuy, rapt, infpir'd, 

G 
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From the fupporting myrtles round 
They ihatch'd her inftniments of (bund, 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leflbns of her forceful art. 
Each, for Madneis rul'd the hour. 
Would prove his own expreflTive power. 

Firfl Fear his hand, its fkill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
Even at the found himfelf had made. 



Next Angcrnifh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his fecret flings, 

In one rude clafh he ftruck the lyre. 

And fwept with hurried hand the ftrings. 



THB PASSIONS. 

With woeful meafuxes wan Defpair— 
Low fuUen founds his grief beguil'd, 

A folemn, ftnmge, and mingled air, 
Twas fad by fits, by darts 'twas wild. 
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But thou, O Hope, with eyes fo fair, 

What was thy delighted meafure? 

Still it whifper'd promis'd pleafure. 
And bade the lovely fcenes at didance hail ! 
Still would her touch the drain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale. 
She caird on Echo dill thro' all the fong; 

And where her (weeted theme die chofe, 

A ibft refponfive voice was heard at every cloie. 
And Hope enchanted fmil'd, and wav'd her golden 

hair. 

C 2 
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And longer had (he fung, — but, with a frown, 

Revenge impatient roie, 
He threw his blood-ftain'd fword in thunder down, 

And, with a withering look, 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blafl fo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic founds fo full of woe. 

And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with furious heat ; . 
And tho' fometimes, each dreary paufe between, 

Dcjcaed Pity at his fide, 

Her foul-fubduing voiee applied. 
Yet dill he kept his wild unaltered mein. 
While each ftrain'd ball of fight feem'd burfting from 

his head. 
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Thy numbers, Jealoufy, to nought were fix'd, 

Sad proof of thy diflrelsful ftatc, 
Of differing themes the veering fong was mix'd| 

And now it courted Lovey now raving call'd on 
Hate. 

With eyes up-rais'd, as one infpir'd, 
Pale Melancholy fat retir'd, 
And from her wild (equeflcr'd (eat, 
In notes by di fiance made more fweet, 
Pour'd thro* the mellow horn her pendve foul : 
And daOiing foft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the (bund ; 
rhro' glades and glooms the mingled meafure (Ide, 
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Or o'er fome haunted dreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffufingy 
Love of peace, and lonely muHng, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But O, how alter *d was its fprightlier tone ! 
When Chccrfulncis, a nymph of healthieft hue, 

Her bow acrofs her (houlder flung, 
Her bufkins gcmm'd with morning dcw,^ 

Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crown'd Sifters, and their chafte-cy 'd queen, 

Satyrs and Sylvan boys were feen, 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercife rejoic'd to hear, 

And Sport leapt up, and fciz'd his beechen fpcar. 
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Lad came Joy's ecftatic trial. 

He with viny crown advancing, 

Firft to the lively pipe his hand addreft. 
But ibon he (aw the brifk awakening viol. 

Whole fwect entrancing voice he lov'd the heft. 
They would have thought, who hear J the drain. 
They faw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feflal founding fiiades, 
To ibme unwearied minflrel dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kii's'd the firing';. 
Love fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantaflic round, 
Loofe were her trefTes fccn, hqr zone unbound, 
And he, amidfl his frolic play, 
As if he would the cliarniiug air repay, 

Shook thoufand odours from his dewy win>^s. 
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O Mufic, rpheic-ddcemled maid. 
Friend of pleafure, wifdom's aid| 
Why, Goddds, why to us denied? 
Lay'ft thou thy ancient lyre alide ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower. 
You leam*d an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic foul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native fimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 
Arife, as in that elder time, 
Warm, cnergic, chafte, fublime! 
Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording Sifter's page— 
'Tis laid, and I believe the tale. 
Thy humblcft reed could more prevail, 
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Had more of (Irengthy diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 
Ca£cilia's mingled world of found— 
O bid our vain endeavours ceafe, 
Revive the juft defigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple flate ! 
Confirm the tales her fons relate ! 



AN E>P I S T L E 

ADDRESSED TO SIR THOMAS HANMER, ON HIS 
EDITION OF SHAKSPEARE'i WORKS. 



VV H I L £ bom to bring the Mule's happier da)'s, 
A patriot's hand prote&s a poet's lays. 
While nurs'd by you (he fees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwithcr'd o'er his honoured tomb : 
Excufe her doubts, if yet (he fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwell : 
With confclous aw^c (he hears the critic's fame, 
And blufhing hides her wreath at Shakfpeare's name. 
Hard was the lot thofe injur'd {trains endur'd^ 
Unown'd by fcicnce, and by years obkur'd: 



Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing fighs ccnfieis'd 
A Hxt defpair in every tuneful breaft. 
Not with more grief th' afilifled (wains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When lingering frofts the ruin'd feats invade 
Where Peace refbrted, and th^Graces play'd. 

Each rifing art by juft gradation moves, 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grac'd with nobleft pomp her earlieft ftage. 
Preferv'dthro' time, the fpcaking fcenes impart 
Each changeful wiih of Phzdra's tortur'd heart: 
Or paint the curfe, that mark'd the * Thdian's reign, 
A bed incelluous, and a father (lain. 

♦ The Ocdipui of Sophocles. 
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With kind concern our pitying eyes o'erflowi 
Trace the fad tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome remov'd, with wit iecure to pleafe^ 
The comic (ifters kept their native cafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Hei' own Menander's art almoft excell'd ! 
But every Mufe eflay'd to raife in vain 
Some laboured rival of her tragic flrain; 
IlyfTus' laurels, though transferred with toil, 
Droop'd their hir leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly IbiL 

As arts expir'd, refiftlels Dullnels rofe ; 
Goths, priefts, or Vandals, — all were learning's foes. 
Till • Julius firft rccall'd each exil'd maid, 
And Cofmo own'd them in the Etrurian fliade : 

*JuBui II. the immc^tt ^tcdcceCCoc of Leo. X, 
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Then deeply (kill'd in love's engaging theme. 
The foft Provencial pafc'd to Amo's ftrcam : 
With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftning. 
Sweet flow'd the lays — but love was all he fung; . 
The gay defcription could not fail to move ; 
For, led by nature, all are friends to love,' 

But heaven, ftill various in its works, decreed 
The perfefl boafl of time fhould lad fucceed. 
The beauteous union mud appear at length, 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian flrength : 
One greater Mufc Eliza's reign adorn, 
And even a Shakfpeare to her lame be bom ! 

Yet ah ! fo bright her morning's opening ray, 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
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No fecond growth the weftem ifle could bear, 

At once exhaufted with too rich a year. 

Too nicely Jonibn knew the critic's part ; 

Nature in him was almoft loft in art. 

Of fofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, 

The next in order, as the next in name. 

With pleas'd attention 'midil his fccnes we find 

Each glowing thought, that warms the female mind ; 

£ach melting figh, and every tender tear. 

The lover's wiihes, and the virgin's fear. 

His * every drain the Smiles and Graces own ; 

But ftronger Shakfpeare felt for man alone : 

Dnwn by his pen, our ruder paflions ftand 

Th' unrivall'd pi£lure of his early hand* 

\ 
♦ Their chan^ten are thus dlftlnguifhcd by Mr. Dryden. 
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* With gradual fteps, and flow, exafier France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her fhoies advance : 
By length of toil a bright perfe£lion knew, 
Corre6Uy bold, and juft in all ihe drew. 
Till late Comeille, with + Lucan's fptrit fir'd, 
Breath'd the free drain, as Rome and He infpir'd : 
And claflic Judgment gain'd to fweet Racine 
The temperate ftrcngth of Maro's chailer linc« 

But wilder far the Britifh laurel fpread. 
And wreaths leis artful crown our poet's head. 

* About the time of Shakfpeare, the poet Hardy was in great 
repute in France. He wrote, according to Fontenellei fix hoiu 
dred plays. The French poets after him applied themfelves in 
general to the corred improvement of the ftage, which was aU 
mod totally difregarded by thofe of our own country, Jonfon 
excepted. 

f The favourite author of the elder Comeille. 
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Yet He alone to every icene couU give 

Th' hiftorian's truth, and bid the mannen live, 

Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furpriiey 

Majeftic forms of mighty monarchs rife. 

There Henry's trumpets fpitad their loud alarm% 

And laurel'd Conqueft waits her hero's arms. 

Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh. 

Scarce bom to honours, and fo (bon to die ! 

Yet fhall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 

No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

The • time fhall come, when Glo'fter's heart fhall ble 

In life's lafb hours, with horror of the deed : 

When dreary vifions fhall at lafl prefent 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent : 

* Tempus erit Turao, magno cum opUverit emptum 
Inu^tum pallanta, Sec, 
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Thy hand unfeen the fecret ckath (hall bear, 

Blunt the weak fword, and bicaJc th' opprefiive fpear. 

Where'er we turn, by fancy charm'd, we find 
Some fweet illufion of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, fhe calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Dre(s'd by her hand, the woods and valleys fmile, 
And Spring diffufive decks th' inchanted ifle. 

O more than all in powerful genius bled, 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breaft! 
Whatever the wounds this youthful heart (hall feel, 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 
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There every thought the poet's warmth may nife, 

There native mufic dwelb in all the lays. 

O might feme verfe with happiefl (kill perfuade 

Expreflive Pi6h]re to adopt thine aid ! 

What wondrous draughts might rife from every page! 

What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ! 

Mcthinks even now I view (bme iree defign. 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line : 
Chafle and fubdued the modeft lights decay, 
Steal into (hades, and mildly melt away. 
— And fee, where • Anthony, in tears approv'd, 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 
0*er the old corfe the warrior feems to bend. 
Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend ! 
* See die tragedy of Julius Cxbr. 
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Still as they preis, he calls on all around, 

Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 

But f who is he, whole brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air P 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel. 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging (lecl. 
Yet fhall not war's iniatiate fury fall, 
(So Heaven ordains it) on the dedin'd wall. 
See the fond mother, 'midfl the plaintive train. 
Hung on his knees, and proflrate on the plain ! 
Touch 'd to the foul, in vain he flrives to hide 
The fon's af£:£lion, in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the man conflifting paflions rife, 
Rage grafps the fword, while Pity melts the eyes. 

* Coriolanus. See Mr. Spcace's dialogue oa the OdyfTey. 
H a 
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Thus, generous Critic, as thy bard infpires^ 
The (ifler Arts (hall nurfe their drooping fires ; 
Each from his fcenes her ftores alternate bring, 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal ftring : 
Thofe Sibyl-leaves, the fport of every wind, 
(For poets ever were a careleis kind] 
By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, juft to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread o'er Greece, th' harmonious wiiole unknov 
Even Homer's numbers charmed by parts alone. 
Their own Ulyfles fcarce had wander'd more, 
By winds and waters caft on every (hore : 
Whenrais'd by fite, fome former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundleis mind ; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



DIRGE 
IN CYMBELINE. 

SUNC BY GUIDERUS AND ARVIRAGUS OVER 
FIOELLE, SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD, 

X O fair Fidelc's grafly tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds (hall bring 
Each opening fweet, of earlieft bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghofl (hall dare appear 
To vex with (hrieks this quiet grove, 

But fhepherd lads aflemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 
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No wither'd witch fhall here be feen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

The female fays (hall haunt the green. 
And drcfs thy grave with pearly dew ; 

The red-bread oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid. 

With hoary mofs, and gathered flowers. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid* 



When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In texnpefls (hake the fylvan cell ; 

Or 'midil the chafe on every plain, 

The tender thought on thee fhall dwell* 
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Each lonely fccnc (hall thee reftore, 

For thee the tear be duly (hed ; 
Belov'd, till life can charm no more; 

And moum'd, till Pity's ielf be dead. 
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OK THE 

DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 

THE SCENE OF THE FOLLOWING STANZAS IS 

SUPPOSED TO LIE ON THE THAMES 

NEAR RICHMOND. 

I. 

X'N yonder grave a Druid lies 
Where (lowly winds the flealing wave ! 

The year's beft fweets (hall duteous rife, 
To deck it's Poet's fylvan grave ! 

n. 

In yon deep bed of whifp'ring needs 

His airy harp * (hall now be laid. 
That he, whofe heart in forrow bleeds. 

May love thro' life the Toothing (hade. 

* The harp of iEoLus, of which fee a defcription in the 
Castle of Indolenci. 
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III. 

Then maids and youths (hall linger here, 
And while its founds at diftance fwell, 

Shall fadly feem in Pity's ear, 

To hear the Woodland PUgrim's knell. 

IV. 

Remembrance oft (hall haunt the fhore 
When Thames in fuxnmer wreaths is drefl, 

And oft fufpend the dafhing oar 
To bid his gentle fpirit reft ! 

V. 

And oft as Eafe and Health retire 
To breezy lawn, or foreft deep, 

The friend fhall view yon whitening * fpire, 
And 'mid the varied landfcape weep, 

* Richmond Church. 
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VI. 

But ThoU) who own'fl that earthly bed. 
Ah ! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears which Love and Pity flied 
That mourn beneath the gliding (ail! 

VII. 

Yet lives there one, whofe heedlels eye 

Shall fcom thy pale fhrine glimm'ring near; 
With him, fwcet bard, may Fancy die, 
And Joy defert the blooming year. 

VIIL 
But thou, lorn fbeam, whofe fullen tide 

No fedge-crown'd Sifters now attend, 
Now waft me from the green hill's fide 
Whole cold turf hides the buried friend ! 
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IX. 

And fee, the fairy valleys fade, 

Dun Night has veil'd the folcmn view ! 

Yet once again, dear parted {hade, 
Meek Nature's Child, again adieu ! 

X. 

• The genial meads aflign'd to blels 
Thy life, fhall mourn thy early doom ! 

Their hinds, and fhephcrd girls fliall drc6 
With fimple hands thy rural tomb. 

XL 

Long, long, thy (lone, and pointed clay 

Shall melt the mufing Briton's eyes, 
O ! vales, and wild woods, fliall He fiiy, 
In yonder grave Your Druid lies ! 

* Mr. Thomfon refided in the neighbourhood of Richmood 
Ibme time before his death. 
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POPULAR SUFERSirnOKS 

or TBS 

HICHLAXDS Of SCOTLAND- 
XXOME, tiiou Rttini*ft fiomTbaDO, wbofe Nands 

Have ktn tbce ling'ring with a Ibod dciaj, 

Bifkl thofe (icA friends whofe hents fixnc fatare day, 
Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic kng, 
Co, not onmiiuUul of that cordial youth* 

Whom, long endear'd thou leav'fl: by Lavant's fide ; 
Together let us wiih hhn lafting truth. 

And joy untainted with his deftin'd bride. 

^ A gentleman of the name of Banow, wfao introduced Home 

to CoUini. 
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Go ! nor regardlds, while thefe numbers boaft 
My (bort-liv'd bills, forget my (bcial name ; 

fiut think, £ir oS, how, on the Southern coaft, 
I met thy friendfhip with an equal flame! 

Frclh to that foil thou tum'ft, where ev'ry vale 
Shall prompt the poet, and his fong demand : 

To thee thy copious fubje£b ne'er (hall fail ; 
Thou need'fl but take thy pencil to thy hand. 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial 
land. 

IL 
There, mull thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ; 

'Tis Fancy's land to which thou fett'ft thy feet ; 

Where ftill, 'tis (aid, the Fairy people meet) 
Beneath each birken (hade, or mead or hill. 
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There, each trim lass, that fkinis the milky floce 

To the fwart tribes, their creamy bowls allots ; 
By night they Tip it round the cottage-door. 

While airy minftrels warble jocund notes. 
There, ev'ry herd, by fad experience, knows 

How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-(hot arrows fly. 
When the Tick ewe her fummer food forgoes, 

Or, ilretch'd on earth, the heart-fmit heifers lie. 
Such airy beings awe the untutor'd (wain : 

Nor thou, tho' leam'd, his homelier thoughts neg' 
led; 
Let thy fweet Mufe the rural faith fudain ; 

Thefe are the themes of Ample, fure eflfed^ 
That add new conquelb to her boundlcls reign. 
And dll, with double force, her heart-commanding ftnic 
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III. 

Ev'n yet preferv'd, how often may'ft thou har, 

Where «o the pole the Boreal mountains run, 

Taught by the father, to his lift'ning fon ; 
Strange lays, whole pow'r had charm'd a Spenfer's ear. 
At ev'ry paufe, before thy mind poflcft, 

Old Runic bards (hall leem to rife around, 
With uncouth lyres, in many-colour'd veft, 

Their matted hair with boughs fantaftic crown'd : 
Whether thou bid'fl the well-taught hind repeat 

The choral dirge, that mourns fome chieftan brave, 
When ev'ry (hricking maid her boibm beat. 

And ftrew'd with choiceft herbs his fcented grave; 
Or whether, Atting in the (hepherd's (hiel *, 

Thou hear'ft fome founding tale of war's alarms ; 
When at the bugle's call, with fire and fteel, 

♦ A fummer hut, built in the high part of the mountains, to 
tend their flocks in the warm feafon, wVitn iVvft ^^x^\»%w^<^. 
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The fturdy clans pour'd torth thekrhncmitfifmtvas, 
And hoftile brothen met, to ^xavettglkiollbtnw/dt. 

IV. * • '^ ^■■ 

^Tis thine to Itng, haw^ fhming hidcons f^i^ 
In Sky's lone ifle, the gifted wizaxd-feer, 
Lodg'd in the wintry cave with Fate's fdl fpear ; 

Or -in the depth of Uift's dark foreft dwdk : 

How they, whofe fight iuch dreary dreamt engto&, 

With their own vifion oft aftonifh'd droop, 

When, o'er the watry flrath, or quaggy mo(^ * 

• 

They fee the gliding ghofts unbodied troop. 

Or, if in fports, or on the fcftive g re en , " 
Their deflin'd glance (bme fated youth ddbry, ' ^ 

Who now, perhaps, in lufty vigour feen,*-' * 
And rofy health, (hall foon lamented die. 
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For them the viewlds fbnns of air obey ; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair. 

They know what fpirit brews the flormful day, 
And heartlefs, oft like moody madnels, flare 
To fee the phantom train their fecret work prepare, 

V. 

** Or on fome bellying rock that (hades the deep, 
*< They view the lurid (igns that cro(s the iky, 
** Where, in the wefl, the brooding tempefts lie ; 

*< And hear their firft, hinif ruftling pennons fweep, 

** Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 
*^ The broad, unbroken billows heave and fwdl, 

^ In horrid mufings rapt, they fit to mark 
♦• The laboring moon ; or lift the nightly yell 
I 
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*^ Of that dread fpirit, whoTe gigantic form 
*' The fecr's entranced eye can well furvcy, 

" Through the dim air who guides the driving ftonn, 
^^ And points the wretched bark its deflin'd prey. 

*^ Or him who hovers on his flagging wing, 

" O'er the dire whirpool, that, in ocean's wafte, 

" Draws inftant down whatever devoted thing 

" The failing breeze within its reach hath plac'd— 
*' The diflant Teaman hears, and flies with tremblrng 
« hafte. 

VI. 

*' Or, if on land the fiend exerts his fway, 
*' Silent he broods o'er quickfand, bog or fen, 

^' Far from the fliclt'ring roof and haunts of men, 
" When witched darkncfs (huts the eye of day, 
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" And (hrouds each ftar that wont to cheer the 
" night ; 
" Or, if the drifted fnow perplex the way, 

« With treacherous gleam he lures the foted wight, 
" And leads him flound'ring on and quite aftray." 

VIL 

Ah, lucklefs fwain, o'er all unhlefl, indeed ! 

Whom late bewilder'd in the dank, dark fen. 

Far from his flocks, and fmoaking hamlet, then ! 
To that lad fpot where hums the fedgy weed : 

On him, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity's kind concern. 

But inflant, furious, raife the whelming flood 
O'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return ! 
I 2 
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Or, if he meditate his wifh'd efcapei 
To fome dim hill that feems uprifing near. 

To his faint eye, the grim and griily fhape, 
In all its terrors clad, fhall wild appear* 

Meantime the watry furge (hall round him rii<^ 
Pour'd fuddcn forth from cv'ry fwelling fource! 

What now remains but tears and hopeleis (ighs ? 
His fear-fhook limbs have lofl their youthly forcci 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and bieathlds 
corfe 1 

VIII. 

For him in vain his anxious wife fhall wait, » 
Or wander forth to meet him on his way.; ,, j 
For him in vain at to-fall of the day, . .^ 

His babes fhall linger at th' uncloling gate I 
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Ah, ne'er (hall he return ! Alone, if night. 

Her travell'd limbs in broken flumbers fteep ! 
With drooping willows dreft, his mournful fpritc 

Shall vifit fad, perchance, her filent fleep : 
Then he, perhaps, with moifl and wat'ry hand. 

Shall fondly feem to prefs her fhudd'ring cheek, 
And with his blue-fwoln face before her ftand, 

And, fhiv'ring cold, thefe piteous accents fpeak : 
** Purfue, dear wife, thy daily toils, purfue, 

'< At dawn or duflc, induflrious as before ; 
" Nor e'er of me one helplefs thought renew, 

" While I lie wclt'ring on the ozier'd (hore, 

" Drown'd by the Kelpie's • wrath, nor e'er fliall 
aid thee more !" 

* The water fiend. 
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IX. 

Unbounded is thy range ; with varied {kill 

Thy Mufe may, like thofc fcath'ry tribes which fpring 
From their rude rocks, extend her (kirting wing 

Round the moift marge of each cold Hebrid iflc, 
To that hoar pile* which ftill its ruin (hows: 

In whofc fmall vaults a pigmy-folk is found, 

Whofe bones the delver with his fpade upthrows, 

And culls them, wond'ring, from the hallow'd ground! 

Or thither +, where beneath the (how'ry weft, 
The mighty kings of three fair realms arc laid: 

Once foes, perhaps, together now they reft, 
No (laves revere them, and.no wars invade : 

* One of the Hebiidcs is called The Iflc of Pigmies, where it 
is reported, that fcveral miniature boneit of the haman fpecics 
have been dug up in the ru=n$ of the chapel there. 

f Kolmkill, one of the Hebrides, where near fixty of the an- 
cient Scottifli, Irilh, and Norwegian kings are interred. 
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Yet frequent now, at midnight folcmn hour. 
The rifted mounds their yawning cells unfold, 

And forth the Monarchs flalk with fov*reign pow'r, 
In pageant robes; and, wreath'd with flieeny gold, 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold. 

X. 

But, oh, o*er all, forget not Kilda's racc^ 

On whofe bleak rocks, which brave the wailing 
tides. 

Fair Nature's daughter, Virtue, yet abides. 
Go I jufl, as they, their blamelcfs manners trace ! 

Then to my ear tranfmit fome gentle fong, 
Of thofe whofe lives are yet fincerc and plain. 

Their bounded walks the rugged cliflfe along, 
And all their profpeft but the wintry main. 



With fpagriog terap'rancaat ihft opodfiut tUM^ • - 
They drain the fcented fpring ; or, himgc^^reft, 

Along th' Atlantic rock, undteadHig, ctiaib^ - ' 
And of its eggs defpoU the Solan's * oeiL 

Thus, bleft in primal innoodioe they livf^ 
Suffic'd, and happy with that frugal hxc 

Which tafleful toil and hourly danger give* 
Hard is their fballow foil, and bleak aiMi bates ' 
Nor ever vernal bee was heard to murmur tiiae! 

XI. 

Nor need'ft thou blufli that fuch £dfe thenm a!ig8ge 
Thy gentle mind, of fairer Qom pofleft? ' - 
For not alone they touch the village breaft^- ' 

But fiird in elder time, th' hiOoric pagfs.^'^ '•'•* ^ '- 

* An aquatic bird, on the eggs of which the inhabitants of St. 
Kilda, another of the Hebrides, chiefly fubfift. 
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There, Shakfpcar's fclfj with cvVjr garland 
cTOvm'd, 
Flew to thofc fairy climes his fancy (hcen. 

In mufing hour ; his wayward (lilers found. 
And with their terrors drcft the magic fcene. 

From them he fung, when, 'mid his bold defign, 
Befoi-e the Scot, a{Hi£^ed, and aghaft ! 

The ihadowy kings of Banquo's fated line, 
Thro' the dark cave in gleamy pageant pafL 

Proceed ! nor quit the tales which, (Imply told, 
Could once fo well my anfw'ring boibm pierce ; 
Proceed, in forceful founds, and colour bold, 
The native legends of thy land rehearfe; 
To fuch adapt thy lyre, and fuit thy powerful vcrfe. 
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XII. 

In fcenes like theie, which, daring to dq>art 

From fober truth, are fllU to Nature true. 

And call forth frefh delight to Fancy's vieu'y 
Th' heroic Mufe employ'd her Taffo's art! 

How have I trembled, when at Tancred's flroke, 
Its gufhing blood the gaping cyprefe pour'd ! 

When each live plant with mortal accents fpoke. 
And the wild blaft uphcav'd the vanifli'd fword ! 

How have I fat, when pip'd the pendve wind, 
To hear his harp by Britifli Fairfax (Irung ! 

Prevailing poet ! whole undoubting mind, 
Believ'd the magic wonders which he fung! 

Hence, at each found, imagination glows! 
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Hence, at each pifture, vivid life ftarts here ! 

Hence his warm lay with fofteft fweetnefs (lows 
Melting it flows, pure, murm'ring, ftrong and clc 
And fills th' impaflion'd heart, and wins th' harmc 
ous ear ! 

XIII. 
All hail, ye fcenes that o'er my foul prevail ! 

Ye fplendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 

Arc by fmooth Annan * fiird, or pafl'ral Tay,+ 
Or Don's ^ romantic fprings, at diflance, hail ! 
The time (hall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens, o'erhung with fpreading broc 
Or o'er your ftretching heaths, by Fancy led ; 

Or o'er your mountains creep, in aweful gloom 

♦f + Three rivers in Scotland. 
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Then will I dids once more tlie fiukd bow'fy 
Where Jonfon* &t in Drummond's clafBc (hiide ; 

Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flowV, 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Willy's \M\ 

Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore . 
The cordial youth, on Lothian's plains, attend !-^ 

Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor. 
To him I lofe, your kind protedion lend. 
And, touch'd with love likemine^ pieferve my A* 
fent friend ! 



* Ben Jonfon paid a vifit on foot, in i6i9» to die Scotcti 
poet Drummond, at his feat of HawthorndeQ, within four 
miles of £dinbut;gh, • . ^ 
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New Editions of the following Works, dcgantly 
printed in an uniform Size with Mrs. Barbaulo's 
Edition of Collinses Poems, and each in a fimiUr 
Manner adorned with Plates, have been publilhed by 
Cadell and Davies, Strand. 

1. The Poetical Works of Oliver Gold- 
smith, M. B. with an Account of the Life and Wri- 
tings of the Author. To which is added a Prefatory 
Eflay, containing a Critical Diflcrtation on his Poetry, 
byj. AiKiN, M. D. 4s. inboards. 

2. The Seasons: by James Thomson. 5s* vn 
boards. 

3. The Chace : by William Somervile, Efq; 
With a Critical Eflay on the Poem, by Dr. Aikin. 
6s, in boards. 

4. The Art of Preserving Health, by John 
Armstrong, M. D. With a Critical Eflay on the 
Poem by Dr. Airin. 6s. in boards. 

5. The Spleen, and other Poems, by Matthew- 
Green. With a Prefatory Eflay by Dr. Aikin* 
5s. in boards. 

6. The Pleasures of Imagination, by Mark 
Akenside, M. D. With a Critical Eflay on the 
Poem by Mrs. Barbaulo* 6s. in boards. 



7. The '^'pasures of Memory, with fomc 
other Poems, by Samuel Rogers, Efq. 6s. in 
boards. 

8. The Triumphs of Temper, a Poeip, by 
William Hay ley, Efq. 6s. in boards. 

9. The Mine, a Dramatic Poem. To which arc 
added Two Hifloiic Odes. By John Sargent, Efq, 
^s. in boards. 

10. Walks in a Forest ; or Poems defcriptivc 
of Scenciy and Incidents charaftcriftic of a Forcft at 
diflcrcnt Seafons of the Year, by Thomas GissoRNEy 
M. A. 6s. in boards. 

11. Elegiac Sonnets, and other Poems, by 
Charlotte Smith. 2 Vols. 12s, in boards. 

^*^ Each of the Volumes may be hadfeparate* 

12. The Shipwreck, a Poem; by William 
Falconer. 5s. in boards. 

Andfpeedlly zvi/l be publijhed, 

13. A New and Complete Edition of Sonnets and 
other Poems, by the Rev. W. L. Bowles, A. M. 
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